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PREFACE. 


My first idea, on sitting down to prepare a preface for the 
Second Series of ** Hood’s Own,” was to have recourse to 
my father’s prefaces to the old “Comic Annuals,” those 
“ Anniversaries of the Literary Fun ” (as their wrapper 
designated themj, whose opening speeches I felt sure would 
be far better than anything I could devise. But any such 
intentiob was nipped in the bud by the first one I opened 
upon. There I found the following passage : — 

“Nothing is more difficult than to address the Public 
annually on the same subject : a fact well understood by 
the Beadle of my old precinct of St. who, 

as usual, presented me at Christmas tide with a copy of 
verses. Instead of the scriptural doggerel, however, which 


vr PttKlACJii, 

used to fill up bis broadside, and which indeed had become 
snfiSoientlj stale and irksome, the sheet exhibited a selection 
of Elegant Extracts from our Standard Authors ; and by no 
means a bad assortment, if our Scarabmus Parochialis had 
not most whimsically garbled the pieces to suit a purpose 
of his own. Finding, perhaps, that original composition 
was beyond his bounds, that Parnassus, in fact, was hot in 



his Parish, he had contrived, by here and there interpolat- 
ing a line or two of his own, to adapt the lays of our 
British Bards to his Carol, For instance, Gray’s celebrated 
Elegy in a Country Churchyard, was thus made to do duty 
after this &shion. 

The Curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 

The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea, 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way— 

Jnd this is Christmas JSvs^ and here J be I 
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Now iados the glimmering landscape on the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 

Save Queen Victoria^ who the sceptre holds I 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower 
The moping owl does to the moon complain^ 

Save all the minister e that be in power, 

Save all the Royal Sovereigns that reign ! 

» a « * ♦ 

Let not ambition mock their useful toil, 

Their homely joys and destiny obscure ; 

Nor grandeur hear with a disdainful smile, 

The Parish Beadle calling at the door I 

Far from the madding crowd*8 ignoble strife. 

Their sober wishes never learn’d to stray; 

Along the cool sequester’d vale of life, 

TMy hspt the appk-womerCs stalls away I 

« « « « * 

Yet e*en their hones from insult to protect, 

Some frail memorial still erected nigh ; 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck’d, 
Be never lets the children play thereby, 

4> * « « e 

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say, 

Oft have we seen him at the break of dawn. 

Brushing with hasty steps the dews away. 

To meet the Reverend Vicar all in lawn ! 

One mom I miss’d him on the ’custom’d hill, 

Along the heath, and near his favourite tree ; 

Another came, nor yet beside the rill. 

Nor at the Magpie and the Stump was he ! 


The next with hat and staff, and new array, 

Along all sorts of streets we saw him borne *, 

Approach and read (for thou cans’t read) the lay 
Be always brings upon a Christmas mom I 

Lar^ was his bounty, and his soul sincere, 
uWiven did a recompense as largely send ; 

He gave to misery (all he had) a tear, 

*And-never failed on Sundays to attend . 

No further seek his merits to disclose, 

^ Or draw his frailties from their dread abode ; 

Where they alike in trembling hope repose, 

John Bugsby, Number Thirteen, THUtaWs Road,” 

Of course the perusal of this at once pointed out to me, 
that in stringing together the old **Comio Addresses/’ I 
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should be as inroluntarily comic as John Bagsby, the 
Parish Beadle. 

Not without some regret, therefore, that those most 
laughable yearly prologues should lapse by lapse of time, I 
hare determined to confine myself in these preliminary 
obsenratious to the materials and the form of the volume 
they are to accompany. 

The time of Annuals is gone by. The Forget-me-not ’’ 
is forgotten, the ** Souvenir ’^as passed from remembrance, 
and “ Friendship’s Offering” no longer, like “ Fi^iendship’s 
Volunteered Advice,” goes in at one year and comes out at 
the other. 

The First Series of “ Hood’s Own ” may be*said to have 
marked the very time when the change in the issue of 
periodicals took place. Public opinion preferred a monthly 
number to a yearly volume, and the publications bowed to 
the decree. The Forget-me-not ” and others of its class 
left no representatives — but the “ Comic ” found a successor 
in the monthly shilling number of “Hood’s Own” — the 
humour being checked in one place only to break out in 
another. 

But the “Comics” were not entirely exhausted when 
unexpected circumstances brought the issue of the “ Hood’s 
Own ” numbers to a stand-still. Ample materials were still 
left to assist in the formation of a Second Series. 

Although Thomas Hood has been dead fifteen years, his 
fame, instead of dying out, is on the increase : — ^indeed, 
Time has rather added to, than obscured his popularity, and 
his writings find an ever-increasing circle of readers in 
llngland, while in America he is almost better known than 
in his own country. 

Under these circumstances, and in compliance with a 
t&ty general wish on the part of the public, it has been 
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determined to publish a collected edition of his works as 
complete and uniform as drcumstances will allow. 

As regards the present voiame, the more immediate 
subject of this preface, it will be seen that yarious reasons 
— the number of wood-cuts chiefly — render it necessary to 
present it to the public in a form which it would not be 
convenient to continue through the whole series of works. 
With the exception, however, of the two volumes of “ Hood’s 
Own,” the collection will be untform. 

This, then, is the cause of the embodiment of Whims 
and Oddities ” with “ Hood’s Own.” They could not, with 
their illustrations, be included in the projected series. The 
cuts of “ Up the Rhine,” (the text of which will be shortly 
reprinted) are, for a similar reason, incorporated in the 
present volume. 

Thus far for the illustrations — for the letter-press we 
have had recourse to the old “ London,” “Hood’s Magazine,’’ 
the “Whimsicalities,” “Whims and Oddities,” and to four or 
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KEVIEW. 

The Rambles of Piscator, By Sylvanus Sububban. 
Fisher. London. 1837. 


To sit down soberly to review a work upon Fishing is out of 
the question. At the very first piscatory paragraph, the angling 
rod swallows up the critical ditto, and we cannot write a single 
line till we have wetted one. That is precisely our temptation 
at present, and there is no remedy, except like other sporting 

gentlemen when they are troubled with their books, to levant. 
VOL. UI. 1 
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So away we go — at a right angle — stop us who can 1 Out of 
the way all Printer’s Devils, or we will give you the butt ! We 
can look at no proofs but water-proofs in the shape of boots. 
Now for our fustians, and now for our hats — but wherefore 
retain the critical plural, when the first person singular is quite 
sufficient for the Contemplative Man’s Recreation? — ^Indeed 
most amateurs prefer, with Coriolanus, to do it alone I 

I have grasped my implement, then; pocketed my tackle, and 
am armed all ready for the start — but whither? I will set up 
my rod on end and be determined by its fall. There 1 — ^Due 
North ! A divining rod, by Jove ! What a mysterious instinct 
in hazel ! — ^why, that’s the New River I So much the better, 
for to that Middletonian stream I am indebted, as Pilch says, 
for my education. I could go the way blindfold. “Up Hatton- 
Garden down Something Hill, across What-d’ye-call-it-Square, 
along Thingamy Row, then through So-and-So Pields — but 
alas 1 I see they are bricked over ! — and then Sadler’s Wells ^ 
Yes, that building before me was formerly dear funny Joe 
Grimaldi’s old Theatre, and those tavern gardens behind me 
used to be Little Vauxhall. But I can’t stop to moralise. 
Hollo there ! you in the cord’roys ! — ^But there are nme in 
cord’roys — ^You in the ragged cap — but there are four in ragged 
caps— you in the blue pinafore then, — a shilling for that paper 
of worms. There’s your money — and now be off to your book, 
for it’s any odds to nothing that you’re a truant. Thot Doctor’s 
boy will go along with you — there are no roaches here — and be- , 
sides the little Hoopers have been coughing the last hour for 
their Roach’s embrocation. 

Now then I’m set up for bait. A few gentles wouldn’t be 
amiss, but that hobble-de-hoy in raw pork-sausage colour, with 
skyblue sleeves, and a tray on his head, says ** he never know’d 
’em so blow’d scarce.” Now then for the height of human 
Mcify, at least in these parts; a live gudgeon in a gallipot. 



EBVIBW. 


8 


But stop — ^that's a valuable hint from the tall charity-boy, to 
spit first in the water for luck ! So — ^my float is launched. 
There’s a big fellow yonder laughing at me, may be one of the 
Stockbridge Club, or Christopher North himself, but I don’t 
care a split shot. “ The London Angler,” as Salter says, “ is 
ridiculed by none but the Shallows.” The fewer the fins the 
more skill in bagging them. The fishes here know what fishing 
is. They don’t shut their eyes and open their mouths ; good 
reason why I for most of them have had a warning or two about 
worms and a few gentle hints about gentles. They’re shyer than 
those in the Lea, and there they are uncommonly wary, even on 
this side of Ware. As for New Eiver fish, some of them have 
had such experience, I verily believe they know a Kendal hook 
from a Kirby. It’s next to impossible to worm yourself into 
their confidence ; and if you can’t take them in, of course you 
won’t take them out. 

' The New Eiver is a free fishery, and never without plenty to 
take jip their freedom. Let’s just count heads. There are 
seven charity boys, two men, four young blackguards and three 
young gentlemen on the other side — and one old gentleman 
(that’s me); four errand-boys, two doctor’s ditto, two bukher’s 
ditto, a climbing boy, and a little boy in petticoats, on this. 
Now look at the bridge. There are three lads sitting on the 
coping, another sweep holding on by the iron rails, and next to 
him a lathy chap with white nightcap, white face, white jacket, 
white apron, white stockings, and whitish shoes, hanging over the 
stream Hke the Flour of Yarrow. Now I think of it, it’s my 
remark that of all the fisher-boys I have ever seen I never yet 
noticed a Jew boy. The old curse prohibiting rest for the sole 
of the foot is perhaps too much against it, for New Eiver angling 
is, it must be confessed, of the still description. But hush — 
there is something at me, or something like it. I say, Butcher, 

which of those green and white floats is mineP ** Vich-ever I 
1—2 
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pulls up!” — ^Thankee, but they both pulls up at once. The 
tackle in this republican free and easy water is wonderfully given 
to fraternize. There! — we’re all clear — somehow — but as the 
butcher has broken his top-joint he thinks it is time to deliver 
the joint of mutton. Another nibble — ^not at me though, but 
at the little boy. Ah, the climbing gentleman is right, it is 
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ony a veed I ” But don’t go away, little boy — ^never give up 
— the last time I was here I almost caught a bleak ! There I 
— I told you so : there’s a bite at somebody over the way. 
Huzza I that’s right ! All strike at once and you’re sure to 
have him. There he comes— and now for a wrangle. No less 
than three lines have sworn to cling to each other through thick 
and thin, and up they fly all in a tangle. Now then for the old 
^Jiujicdy, a long pull, a strong pull, and a pull altogether. Go it, 
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Gut ! Tug away, Horse hair ! Hold on, Hemp ! String wins 1 
What a pity the Stockbridge man is gone away I Well, an* 
what is it P The old answer ; “ I don’t know, but it’s either a 
gudgeon, or a perch, or a chub 1 ’* No matter — put it into 
the basket ; but as usual you’ve got no basket, and I doubt if 
the baker will sell you his. It’s the first fish, however, and a 
very fine one for the place. 

Well done, Muffin-cap number nineteen ! — but now you must 
cut out, for you have no right to distress the water. I can tell 
you for your comfort it’s the biggest I ever saw pulled out there 
except one, and that was years and years ago. He was full six 
inches long and couldn’t be unhooked for want of a disgorger, 
that nobody had the thought to bring — so the lucky one carried 
him home to Barbican hanging just as he was, and a whole mob 
of people after him. How he was ever let grow to such a size I 
can’t guess, unless he lived up a mainpipe. You’ve had glorious 
sport, so good bye — but yes, you’re right, show the great fish to 
everybody before you go. It’s a sight for sore eyes hereabouts — 
but hush, there’s one at me, as big as yours perhaps ; who knows P 
Ah, I didn’t give him time enough, but we all strike too soon or 
too late in this water. 

I say, Sweeper, keep out of my swim I Talking of striking, 
I never knew exactly till now what a striking countenance is ; 
but that baker never twitches up his line without twitching up 
his nose and mouth along with it. What an ardent love of the 
art in every line of his face I He is quite in earnest—mind 
your eye, Eur-Cap ! for he strikes as if he’d pull up the bottom. 
I’ll lay my life — but, Mercy on us! where’s the little boy — 
where’s the little unbreech’d P There’ll be distracted parents 
somewhere — ^who saw him last? Such a genteel little fellow 
too— and so young — I shall never forgive myself — but hark I I 
hear a small voice — Lord ! here he is sure enough, fishing be- 
tween my legs I It has made me nervous though ; my hand 



EEVIEW. 


shakes like a perpetual nibble, and I shan’t lose the notion all 
day of fallings in. I don’t half like that fellow’s seat upon the 
wooden rail. When cord’roys get glazed behind they’re very 
slippy, as I know to my cost. I once had two famous hidings, 
three good kickings, a proper whacking, a regular waJlopping, 
a rare bloody nose, and a precious black eye, for only tumbling 
in at that very spot I It’s no joke my little master, for all your 
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laughing. I once saw a little fellow slip in here, just your size ; 
and what do you think he said when he was pulled out ? Why 
he said, “ I’ll tell my mother I ” and you’ll be just as angiy 
with everybody in the world if you slip in. So do go home, 
little boy — ^for you’re fatal to my peace of mind— and yon may 
come again when you’re breeched. Put up, little boy, there’s a 
man — but what is that fellow singing out, four off? Who’ll lend 
fou a worm? Why, I will. But mind, I expect to be paid 
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honestly ; and I live at Brompton ! There’s a very likely one— 
and I cry halves, whatever you catch. Mayhap if the weather 
would only be so kind as to mizzle a little— ;Zounds I what a 
devil of a splash ! Ah I just what I expected — say I told you 
so. The enthusiastic baker has gone in after a gudgeon that 
slipped off his hook. Thank heaven he has learned to swim, — 
yes, that’s right, lend him a hand to help him out, but then get 
away from him as fast as you can, unless you are sworn friends 
and have promised to stick to him. He’ll be all over paste I 
And now, between me and myself, all fishing will be done for 
hereabouts ; and so, as the policemen say. Til move on. High 
time too — ^the loan of that worm has done my business — ^I’ve 
got too liberal a character for the neighbourhood. There are 
two more I see quite out of baits, — and yonder’s a muffin-cap 
making towards me with a line minus a hook. So I wish you 
all, gentlemen, a tacit good morning. 

Owen’s Bow, here, used to be a comfortable spot, with its 
dwarf-wall to sit upon j but the last time I enjoyed it, a Quaker 
lady, at number nine, red me a lecture all the time from her 
balcony. “ You think you are fishing,” says she, but you’re 
being fished for, &c. &c,, and if you once bite at the Old Serpent,” 
&c. &c. So I’ll just step across the City Boad. The air’s 
particularly wholesome, opposite Bhodes’s Cow Lair, — and 
thereby hangs a tale. The fact happened at the very spot 
where I am now standing — ^and so I’ll just tell it to anybody 
that likes stories, while I put on a finer line. 

Well, it was nigh six o’clock, and my old friend Corkindale, 
very well dressed of course, was on his way to the Wells. There 
was to be a New Grand Aquatic Spectacle, and as usual with 
red water. It was fated, however, that Corkindale was to meet 
with another Entertainment in the same element, not announced 
in the bills. He had just arrived here, or hereabouts, when, 
all at once, he perceived something floating in the river whichi 
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if not a woman, was certainly a man in woman’s clothes. In 
either case the duty was the same ; and in a moment the little 
man, , perfumed and powdered, and in a bran-new suit, was 
plunging into the water like a Newfoundland dog. The object 
proved, as expected, to be a human body, not yet a corpse ; in 
short, he had the happiness of prolonging the life of an unfor- 
tunate female ; and was so well satisfied with his own perform- 
ance that he abandoned all intention of going to the Theatre. 
So far so good ; and as any other man might have acted ; 
but with poor Corkindale the matter took a more singular turn, 
namely, a turn for pulling people out of rivers. The Humane 
Society unfortunately sent him a Silver Medal ; and from that 
hour thfr desire of saving increased upon him as it does with a 
Miser. He neglected his business to take long daily rambles by 
the Serpentine, or wherever else there seemed a chance of gratify, 
ing his propensity — and, above all, he haunted the scene of his 
former exploit, under the very common expectation that what 
had occurred once would happen again in the same locality. 
And, curiously enough, the calculation was partly to be 
realised. 
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' At the same hour, on the same day of the week of the same 
month, as before, I was walking with him on our road to the 
Wells, when lo and behold ! at the identical spot we perceived a 
boy in the last stage of distress, wringing his hands, weeping 
aloud, and gazing intently for something which seemed to have 



MYIBW. 


9 


disappeared in the river. We of course inquired what was the 
matter; but the poor fellow was too overcome to speak intelligi- 
bly; though he was able to btimate by signs that the cause of 
his agony was in the water. In such cases every moment is 
precious ; and merely throwing off his new hat, Corkindale was 
instantly diving in the stream, where he kept under, indeed so 
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long, that I really began to fear he had been grappled by some 
perishing wretch at the bottom. At last, however, he emerged ; 
but it was only to ask eagerly for a more explicit direction. By 
this time the poor boy was more composed, so as to be able to 
direct the search rather more to the left — which was with the 
current. Accordingly down went Corkindale, a second time, in 
the direction pointed out ; but with no better success ; and when 
he came up again between agitation and exertion he was almost 
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exhausted. At last he was just able to articulate ** Gracious 
heaven I — ^Nothing— not a shred.” The anxiety of the poor 
boy, in the meantime, seemed extreme. ” Laws bless you. Sir, 
for ever and ever,’’ said he, ‘*for going in, Sir— but do just try 
again — ^pray, pray do, Sir ! ” Corkindale did not require urgmg. 

Quick, quick,” says he, making himself up for another at- 
tempt — “teU me — man or womanf” “Ohl how good on 
you, Sir,” cries the boy, poor fellow, quite delighted at a fresh 
hope — “ Oh how very, very good on you. Sir, But it’s nobody. 
Sir, but a nook I — a nook for fishing ! — And 0 Lord 1 0 Cri — ! 
if you don’t find it — for I’ve got never a fardin for to buy 
another ! ” 

An^ now to return to the book before us. It closely re- 
sembles all other works of the same class : and the remarks we 
have made upon any one of the family will apply equally to 
“ The Eambles of Piscator, by Sylvanus Suburban.” 

‘‘NAPOLEON’S MIDNIGHT EEVIEW.” 

A NEW VERSION. 

In his bed, bolt upright, 

In the dead of the night. 

The French Emperor starts like a ghost I 
By a dream held in charm, 

He uplifts his right arm. 

For he dreams of reviewing his host. 

To the stable he glides, 

For the charger he rides; 

And he mounts him, still under the spell ; 

Then, with echoing tramp. 

They proceed through the camp, 

All intent on a task he loves well* 
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Such a sight soon alanns, 

And the guards present arms, 

As he glides to the posts that they keep ; 
Then he gives the brief word, 

And the bugle is heard, 

Xiikfl a hound giving tongue in its sleep. 



A ICIDIA-irOOHB. 


Next the drums they arouse, 

But with dull row-de-dows, 

And they give but a somnolent sound, 
Whilst the foot and horse, both, 
Very slowly and loth. 

Begin drowsily mustering round. 
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To the right and left hand, 

They fall in, by command, 

In a line that might be better dress’d ; 

Whilst the steeds blink and nod, 

And the lancers think odd , 

To be rous’d like the spears from their rest. 

With their mouths of wide shape, 
Mortars seem all agape, 

Heavy guns look more heavy with sleep ; 

And, whatever their bore. 

Seem to think it one more 
In the night such a field day to keep. 

Then the arms, christened small. 

Fire no volley at all, 

But go off, like the rest, in a doze ; 

And the eagles, poor things, 

Tuck their heads ’neath their wings, 

And the band ends in tunes through the nose. 



Till each pupil of Mars 
Takes a wink like the stars — 
Open order no eye can obey : 

If the plumes in their heads 
Were the feathers of beds, 

Never top could be sounder than they ! 
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So, just wishing good night, 

Bows Napoleon, polite ; 

But instead of a loyal endeavour 
To reply with a cheer ; 

Not a sound met his ear, 

Though each face seem’d to say, “ Nap for ever ! ” 


CLUBS, 

TURNED U? BY A FEMALE HAND. 


‘‘Clubs ! Clubs ! part W ! part ’em I Clubs ! Clubs ! ” 

Ancient Cries of Ijindon, 


Of all the modern schemes of Man, 
That time has brought to beur, 

A plague upon the wicked plan 
That parts the wedded pair ! 

My female ^*1011(18 they all agree 
They hardly know their hubs ; 

And heart and voice unite with me, 

“ We hate the name of Clubs I ” 

One selfish course the Wretches keep ; 

They come at morning chimes, 

To snatch a few short hours of sleep — 
Eise — ^breakfast — read the Times — 
Then take their hats, and post away, 
Like Clerks or City scrubs. 

And no one sees them all the day, — 
They live, eat, drink, at Clubs ! 
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On wliat they say, and what they do, 
They close the Club-House gates j 
But one may guess a speech or two, 
Though shut from their debates : 

“ The Cook’s a hasher — ^nothing more— 
The Children noisy grubs — 

A Wife’s a quiz, and home’s a bore 
Yes,— that’s the style at Clubs I 



**IO ladies’ eyes AS017ND, BOYS I ’* 


With Bundle, Doctor K., or Glasse, 
And such Domestic Books, . 
They once put up — but now, alas! 
It’s hey I for foreign cooks I 


CLUBS. 


** When mil you dine at home, my Dove ? ** 
I say to Mister Stubbs, — 

•• When Cook can make an omelette, love, — 
An omelette like the Clubs ! ” 

Time was, their hearts were only placed 
On snug domestic schemes, 

The book for two — ^united taste, — 

And such connubial dreams, — 

Friends dropping in at close of day 
To singles, doubles, rubs, — 

A little music — then the tray — 

And not a word of Clubs I 

But former comforts they condemn ; 

French kickshaws they discuss. 

They take their wine, the wine takes them. 
And then they favour us : — 

From some offence they can’t digest, 

As cross as bears with cubs. 

Or sleepy, dull, and queer, at best— 
That’s how they come from Clubs ! 

It’s very fine to say “ Subscribe 
To Andrews’-r-can’t you read ? ” 

When Wives, the poor neglected tribe, 
Complain how they proceed I 
They’d better recommend at once 
Philosophy and tubs, — 

A woman need not be a dunce 
To feel the wrong of Clubs. 

A set of savage Goths and Piets, 

Would seek us now and then — 

They’re pretty pattem-Benedicts 
To guide our ^gle men I 
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Indeed my daughters both declare 
“ Their Beaux shall not be subs. 

To White’s, or Black’s, or anywhere,— 
They’ve seen enough of Clubs 1 ” 

They say, “ without the marriage ties, 
They can devote their hours 
To catechize or botanize — 

Shells, Sunday Schools, and flow’rs- 
Or teach a Pretty Poll new words, 
Tend Covent-Garden shrubs. 

Nurse dogs and chirp to little birds — 
As Wives do since the Clubs.” 



OLT7B8 LBU>. 


Alas ! for those departed days 
Of social wedded life, 

When married folks had married ways. 
And lived like Man and Wife ! 

Oh ! Wedlock then was pick’d by none — 
As safe a lock as Chubb’s! 

But couples, that should be as one, 

Are now the Two of Clubs ! 
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Of all the modern schemes of man 
That time has brought to bear, 

A plague upon the wicked plan 
That parts the wedded pair! 

My female friends they all allow 
They meet with slights, and snubs, 

And say, “ They have no husbands now, — 
They’re married to their Clubs ! ’* 


II - 



“ MOST MUSICAL, MOST MBLANCHOLY.'* 


A NEW SONG SpROM THE POLISH. 


It was my good fortune, one day, in a casual ramble through 
Oeptford, to encounter an old, whimsical, frost-bitten Tar, with 
vhom I had made a slight Somerset House acquaintance. He 
vas a North-Poler, by name Drury, but surnamed ex-officio 
’‘Why Then?” and the recent return of the late Arctic Ex- 
VOL. III. a 
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pedition affording us a congenial topic, I immediately broke the 
ice: — “Well, Drury, what do you think of the last exploring 
Job in the North ? ” 

“ Why, then, your Honour,” said Drury, taking up a talking 
position, “ to speak my private mind, it’s much the same as I 
said to you a year ago in the Navy Pay. It’s come to the same 
bad end as all afore it, and as all will come to that come arter it, 
by trying to find what’s not to be found — no, not if you took 
out the Town Crier.” 

“ You stick to the old opinion, then, Drury, that the Arctic 
Pole is nothing but an Arctic Gull ? ” 

“ Why then — yes, your Honour, — something between a gull 
and no bird at all. Since I see you last, I’ve turned it over and 
over, and took double turns of it, and by help of scripture larn- 
ings, which is worth all other larnings, ten times over, not 
excepting navigation, I’ve been able to make out the pint.” 

“ Indeed, Drury ! Then you will perhaps give an old friend 
the benefit of the decision.” 

“ Why then, your Honour, it’s my own argument entirely; and 
here it is. As for the Prozen Ocean, it’s my belief, Natur would 
never act so agin natur, as stick a sea where there was no earthly 
use for it whatsomever, whether to King’s ships, or to Marchant- 
men, or any craft you like, by reason of the ice. That I call 
making Cape Clear.” 

“ And what then, Druiy ? ” 

** Why then, it stands to reason, and stands well too, bn both 
legs, that there never was no sea at all in them high latitudes, 
afore the Great Plood. Whereby, there came sich a spring tide 
of the Atlantic, as went over and above all the old water-marks, 
and so made the Frozen Ocean. That’s my own private notion, 
and not agin Gospel nor geografy neither.” 

“But what has that to do, Drury, with the existence of the 
Pole?” 
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** Why then — all the do in the world, your Honour, Give in 
to that, and the t’other comes arter it, like a ship’s boat towing 
in her wake. That ’ere sea, time out of mind, has been called 
the Arctic Sea, and good reason why, because it was named 
arter the Ark, by Noah, when he diskivered it in his first voyage. 
That’s Philosophy 1 ” 

But the Pole, Drury, the Pole 1 ” 



BAllK CIVILITY. 


** Why then — ^Ah, there it is I ” returned Drury, with a face 
almost too grave to be serious. " For sartin, Captain Parry 
couldn’t find it — and no more could Captain Ross, though he 
don’t stick to say he did — and now there’s Captain Back come 
home, third, without a splinter. Howsomever the Schollards — 
and nobody can say they don’t take lots of licking — the 
Schollards do stiU insist and lay down that there was, is, and 
shall be, some sort of a pole, as a May pole, or a Shaving 
pole, or any how a bit of a spar, or even such a comedown 

as a walking-stick, stuck upright at their favourite spot. 

2-2 
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I ha\e even heard say, there be Schollarda as look for a wooden 
needle there, accordin* to magnetism 1 ” 

“ And what may be your own belief, Drury, on the point ? ” 

" Why then, — to be sure, your Honour, there’s no denying 
what phenomenons there might be, oceans ago, on the face of 
the earth. But it’s my own prjyate opinion, if ever there was 
sich a pole, tliere, or thereabouts, why then, old Admiral Noah 
carried it away with him for a pole to stir up ‘ his wild beasts ! * ” 
This new and original theory of Drury’s of course amused 
me extremely. Tt was perhaps only one of the dry jokes for 
which the shrewd old Mariner was rather celebrated ; 
but in tliat case he enjoyed it only in the cockles of his 
heart, for it was not betrayed by his muscles. I now asked 
him his opinion of the conduct of the late Expedition. 

“ Why then — your honour, nothing but a fi*e8h credit to the 
Service. The men have showed themselves good men, and so 
has their commander ; and they do seem to have had their full 
allowance, and something handsome besides, of nips, and pinches, 
besides the ship’s trying to climb up an iceberg after a booby’s 
nest, and what was more aw^kward starn-forcraost.” 

“ And I have been told, Drury,” said I, willing to still draw 
him out, “that all through the winter, she had nothing for 
winter clothing, but a great coat of ice ! ” 

“ Why then — so I heard too, your Honour,” returned 
Drury, but without even the twinkle of an eye. “ And what’s 
more, with only ould Bluft’ Pint for a Cape to it. That’s 
what I call a naked-next.” 

“ I have often envied the feelings of such as you, Drury, 
after a merry Christmas among the bears, when you first saw 
your way open to return.” 

‘^Why then, — we did saw our way, sure enough,” said 
Drury, wilfully misunderstanding me, “and it’s harder work 
than fiddling, saw what tune you like. I’ve had a good spell of 
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it in my time, and prefer any other sort of fun to it — letting 
alone riding horseback, in a hurry, a chasing the Portsmouth 
Mail. That’s work and overwork — ^Why then, it’s scaldings, 
the bosen’s cat, and take-me-and-shake-me, all rolled into 
one 1 

“ So I*m told, Drury. But I still think the other Expedition 
must be worse. They say, Captain Back was so glad to see 
Papa Westra again, that he nearly wrung the old gentleman’s 
hand off at the wrist.” 



OISTBXBBBS BHIPOWKEBS. 

” Why then — no doubt on it, your Honour ! And mayhap 
the shake communicated to a round dozen of hands arter the 
first, like the shock of a torpedor — ^that’s to say the Tecteral 
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heel. There’s not sich a pleasant green lane in life, including 
the sububs, as the first lane of open water arter wintering ; — 
and in course Capting Back, arter making sich a back-stay, 
would be joyful to be a bolt-rope and bolt out on it. That’s 
only human natur, — all the world over and back.” 

“ Then, Drury, the hardships of a Polar wintering have not 
been magnified by their Journalists ! ” 

“ Magnified I ” exclaimed Drury, with the air of a personal 
offence in the word — “Magnified! Why then they haven’t 
book’d half on it — and that’s the half us poor fellows come 
into at coming home. Axing your Honour’s pardon — why then 
you have never had the bad luck to be drownded ? ” 

“ Never, Drury, whatever other catastrophe Fate may have in 
store for me.” 

“ Why then, your Honour, you have lost all the pleasure and 
comfort of being fetched back ; and an infernal sight of pain it 
is ; — worse, if worse can be, nor saddleback. So it is with the 
Polers ; — but it has been put into better shore-going lingo than 
I was apprenticed to — and so — why then, here goes 1 ” So say- 
ing, without further preface or apology. My Ancient Mariner 
began to tune his pipes; and then favoured me, to the tune of 
** I sailed from the Downs in the Nancy,” with the following 
ditty. N. B. or Notaries Beware— the words are copywright. 

THE OLD POLER^S WARNING. 

Come, messmates, attend to a warning, 

From one who has gone through the whole ; 

And you’ll never set sail, some fine morning, 

To seek any sort of a Pole. 

It’s not for the ice-bergs and freezing, 

Or dangers you’ll have for to court, 

It’s the shocks very hard and unpleasing 
You’ll meet on returning to port. 
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It*s joyful to sail up tlie Channel, 

And think of your girls and your wives, 

Of the warming-pans, Wallsend and flannel, 
To comfort the rest of your lives ! 

But Lord I you will look like a ninny 
To find, when to shore you have got. 

That Old England is turned into Guinea, 

It feels so confoundedly hot I 

The next thing is coming, in Wapping, 

To houses you lived at before, 

And you find there is no sort of stopping 
Without open windows and door 1 
Then Poll, if dispos’d to be cruel, 

Or has got some one else in her grace. 

She just chucks on a shovel of fuel. 

And drives you smack out of the place I 

There’s Tomkins, that took for to grapple 
With Methody Tracks at the Pole, 

Is half crazy he can’t go to chapel, 

It’s so like Calcutta’s Black Hole 1 
And Block, tho* he’s not a deceiver, 

But knows what to marriage belongs, 

Hia own wife he’s oblccg’d for to leave her. 
Because of her poker and tongs. 

Myself, tho’ I’m able at present 
To bear with one friend at a time, 

And my wife, if she makes herself pleasant, 
At first I was plagued with the clime. 

Like powder I flew from hot cinders, 

And whistled for winds fore and aft. 

While I set between two open winders 
A-couxting a cold thorough-draught I 
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The first time in bed I was shoven, 

The moment I pillow’d my head, 

Oh ! I thought I had crept in an oven, 
A-baking with all of the bread ! 

I soon left the blankets behind me, 

And ran for a cooler retreat ; — 

But next morning the Justices fin’d me 
For taking a snooze in the street ! 



Now, there was a chance for a feller I 
No roof I could sleep under twice ; 
Till a Fishmonger let me his cellar, 
Of course with the use of the ice. 
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But still, like old hermits in stories, 

I found it a dullish concarn ; 

With no creature, but maids and John Dories, 

To listen to spinning a yarn I 

Then wanting to see Black-Ey*d Susan, 

I went to the Surrey with Sal ; 

And what next ? — in the part most ainusin*, 

I fainted away like a gal I 

Well, there I was stretclied without motion, 

No smells and no fans would suffice, 

Till my natur at last gave a notion 
To grab at a gentleman’s ice ! 

Then, Messmates, attend to a warning 
From one who has gone through the whole, 

And you’ll never set sail, some line morning. 

To seek any sort of a Pole. 

It*3 not for the ice-bergs and freezing, 

Or dangers you’ll have for to court ; 

It’s the shocks, very hard and unpleasing. 

You’ll meet on returning to port ! 


HINTS TO THE HORTICULTURAL. 


It is always dangerous — as landsmen experience when they 
advise seamen — for a mere theorist to offer suggestions to prac- 
tical men. It is quite as perilous — as bachelors discover in 
counselling mothers — for the simple speculator to volunteer ad- 
vice to practical women ; and, therefore, it must be doubly haz- 
ardous for one not even a tyro, to throw out hints to practical 
persons of both sexes, as in the present case. Indeed, I almost 
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blush like a “ scarlet likeness ” of myself, while recollecting my 
very slender claims on their attention. If the usual qualification 
of a horticulturist — a plant bearing his patronymic — were to be 
called Jfor, I could not produce a sprout or a sprig indebted to 
my sponsorship. To say nothing of such “ lofty growths as 
my Queen Margaret, my Princess of Orange, or my Duke of 
Nassau, the British Flora never heard of so much as my Chick- 
weed, my Groundsell, or my Dandelion. I never cultivated a 
common Daisy ; and for any budding or blossoming desert on 
my part, a black “ ball of earth ** would justly exclude me from 
even a Candy-Tuft-Club. 

It is venturing, then, on a soil to which I am neither indi- 
genous nor adapted ; nevertheless, at the risk of being called a 
“ straggler,” I will venture to bring forward a few plain rules, 
founded on personal observation and study, and directed to 
points hitherto not touched upon, from the voluminous encyclo- 
pedias down to the dwarf works on Botany. They are addressed 
especially to those humble practitioners who garden without 
gardens, and play at the Floral Games without the costly appen- 
dages of greenhouses ; the Conservatives, so to speak, without 
conservatories. Many hundreds of such amateurs exist in Lon- 
don and the suburbs ; particularly females, who, disdaining the 
resource of Covent Garden, as well as the supply of the itinerant 
posy-people, indulge in the innocent ambition of growing their 
own geraniums, stocks, and mignonette. Hitherto, however, 
they have proceeded on desultory principles ; and it is with a 
view of inducing them to adopt a more scientific method, and 
proceed by fixed rules, that I present to their notice a few hints 
derived from my ambulatory Note-Book. 

The technical terms, as well as the phrases marked as quota* 
lions, are borrowed from the only herbaceous volume in my 
libraiy, — Paxton’s Magazine of Botany.” 
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Bulb the Pibst. 

To produce a from Blunts at any Season of the Tear, 

Select a lofty house, in the most airy situation you can find— 
the corner of a street to be preferred. Any month in the calen- 
dar will do ; but the best time is towards Lady Day or Mi- 
chaelmas ; that is to say, about the Equinox. The higher the 
windows are from the earth the better ; youi* plants cannot have 



BOTAmsiNG — k BOa PLAin. 


too much air. Avoid, however, all iron bars, wooden rails, 
strings, or other contrivances, which only tend to cramp and 
confine the pots, and impede the blowing. As to plants, the 
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“hard woody sorts” are reckoned to “strike best and 
strongest j ” — they must be potted in large-sized pots, and par- 
ticularly well sticked. Keep them in the room, but not too near 
the fire, and water occasionally, till a favourable opportunity 
offers for their exposure to the fresh air, which cannot be too 
fresh. In winter, a wind from the north or north-east and in 
summer from the south, or south-west, is generally found to 
answer the purpose ; but the quarter is indifferent, provided the 
current of air is brisk enough. 

Now put out your plants, so as to receive the full benefit of 
the breeze ; and in a short time you may expect a blow which 
will sometimes come to such a pitch, that your plants will ex- 
cite the attention and astonishment of the passengers in the 
street. Some persons, of course, will be more struck than others 
by the beauty or size of your plants ; and in such cases it is 
usual to make a distribution of offsets and specimens to the 
public. A liberal amateur, indeed, will not grudge to see a few 
ladies and gentlemen making off with pipings and cuttings. 
N.B. “ The plants need not be taken in at night.” 


lluLE THE Second. 

To destroy Vermin in the most effectual Manner, 

One of the great objects of the Tlorist ought to be to cleanse 
his plants thoroughly from blights, animalcul®, in such a 
manner as to avoid all chance of re-infectim, For this purpose, 
the best situation is a first-floor in a well-frequented street ; — ^a 
balcony will be of the utmost advantage, as not only affording a 
stage for the exhibition of the more beautiful plants, but also 
every possible convenience for the object in view. 

Now take an infected plant, and carefully pick off all slugs, 
maybugs, snails, caterpillars, grubs, wood-lice, spiders, centi* 
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pedes, cuckoo-spits, earwigs, or other vermin, preparatory to 
casting them into the street. In this latter 
particular consists the difficulty, as well as 
advantage, of the mode proposed. There are 
two points to observe: firstly, to seize the 
proper moment when some passenger, or pas- 
sengers, shall be passing below; and, secondly, 
to cast your slugs, may-bugs, snails, cater- 
pillars, grubs, wood-lice, spiders, centipedes, 
cuckoo-spits, earwigs, and other nasty insects* 
TDB puizK HOBOT. witli sucli a uiccty, that tliey shall alight upon 
the hats, bonnets, tippets, shawls, capes, cloaks, pelisses, great 
coats, gowns, muffs, &c. &c., of the party, or parties, beneath. 
Above all, the opportunities aflbrded by milk-pails, porterTpots, 
beer-cans, bakers’ baskets, butchers* trays, &c., must not be 
neglected — as ensuring the effectual destruction or absorption of 
the obnoxious animalcule. A little daily practice will give the 
dexterity required. Some persons advise the operation to be 
performed in wet weather, as thereby the slugs, may-bugs, snails, 
caterpillars, grubs, wood-lice, spiders, centipedes, cuckoo-spits, 
and other nasty insects, will be more likely to adhere to the 
hats, bonnets, tippets, shawls, capes, cloaks, pelisses, great coats, 
gowns, muffs, &c. &c,, of the persons on whom they are con- 
ferred. Either way, the beneficial tendency of the plan uill 
be obvious, on reflecting that the troublesome animalculac, &c., 
are thus most probably carried off to distant private houses, 
lodging-houses, counting-houses, receiving-houses, wholesale 
houses, public-houses, eating-houses, green-houses, or the Houses 
of Parliament, so as to provide against the insects returning' to 
the place from whence they came. The mode will be found 
peculiarly grateful to those persons whose extreme sensibility re- 
volts at the deprivation of life, even amongst the minute tribes 
in question. 
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Rule the Third. 

To w(der Plants so that none of the Moisture may he wasted or 

lost. 

The same situations as above recommended will be proper in 
this case ; except that where there is no balcony, an area must 
be dispensed with. A plentiful supply of water is the grand 
desideratum ; if not laid on in the house, it will be advisable to 

1252 = 1 - 
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remove to the neighbourhood of a public pump. For plants — 
prefer Hydrangeas. Persons who have plants in rooms, most 
generally injure them with too much water, in which respect the 
Hydrangea is very accommodating, it requiring a good supply.” 
Choose a fine day. The best implement is a watering-pot, with 
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the rose off, but you may use any jug, mug or pitcher, with a 
good pour, provided it is large enough to hold at least two quarts 
of fluid. The most careful hand, however, with the best imple- 
ment, is apt to spill in watering, by overshooting or undershoot- 
ing the mark ; or in cases of mental abstraction, by aiming at 
quite a different object. Short-sighted persons have even been 
known to mistake artificial flowers for the real. In all such in- 
stances, particularly in dry seasons, or neighbourhoods ill sup- 
plied, it becomes a public duty to provide that all such extra 
spirts, squirts, spouts, gushes, splashes, jets, souses, and even 
the very drippings and dribbles, -shall be received in quarters 
that will be duly sensible of the benefit. “ Nothing adds more 
to the charms of Horticulture, than that amenity or kindly feel- 
ing which inculcates the importance of a liberal participation of 
one another’s superfluities.” Such superfluities will particularly 
be apt to arise when plants are troubled with insects, to remove 
which a certain dashing style of watering is necessary, approach- 
ing to what is vulgarly termed “ slushing,” or “ sloshing,” or 
‘‘slowsing,” or ‘‘squashing,” and from which a very consider- 
able superabundance will always accrue. A liberal economy will 
dictate, therefore, to perform the act only at such moments, and 
in such directions, as will be sure to bestow the excess of fluid 
on proper objects. Thus, supposing the plant under treatment 
to be a large Hydrangea, it may be quite possible, while direct- 
ing a sufficient stream on its head, to perform the same office* 
with the over-abundant fluid, on “ Taylor’s Glory ” or “ London 
Pride.” The following varieties, all common to the metropolis, 
may also be expected to participate, viz. — Runners, Creepers, 
and “ Stoye-Climbers ” of different kinds ; Cockscombs, Narcissus, 
Adonis, Maiden’s Hair, Painted Ladies, Columbines, Turk’s Caps, 
“Natives of the North of Europe,” Sun-Plowers, Old Man, 
Pinks, Honesty, Thrift, the Sensitives, the Fly-Catchers, Major 
Convolvulus, and Virginia Stock, 
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N.B. Hot-Water, Tar-Water, Lime-Water, Infusions of To- 
bacco, and other medicated waters, may be used with equal, or 
even greater advantage to the health of the plants. The Syringe 
may be used occasionally for a change. 



STANZAS. 

COMPOSED IN A SHOWER-BATH. 


“ Drip, drip, drip — there's nothing here but dripping.” 

Remorse^ by Coleridge, 


Trembling, as Father Adam atooa 
To pull the stalk, before the Fall, 

So stand I here, before the Flood, 

On my own head the shock to call : 

How like our predecessor’s luck ! 

’Tis but to pluck — ^but needs some pluck I 


STANZAS. 


Still thoughts of gasping like a pup 
Will paralyse the nervous pow’r j 
Now hoping it will yet hold up, 
Invoking now the tumbling show’r ; — 
But, ah I the shrinking body loathes, 
Without a parapluie or clothes I 
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“ Expect some rain about this time ! ” 
My eyes are seal’d, ray teeth are set — 
But where’s the Stoic so sublime 
Can ring, unmov’d, for wringing wet ? 
Of going hogs some folks talk big — 
Just let them tiy whole coU pig I 
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ODE TO J. S, BUCKINGHAM, ESQ., M.P. 

ON THE KEPORT OF THE COMMITTEE ON DRUNKENNESS. 


“ Steady, boys, steady.” — S ea Song* 

“ Then did then fall upon the chat of drinking ; and forthwith began 
Flaggons to go, Goblets to fly, great Bowls to ting. Glasses to ring, draw, 
reach, fill, mix, give it me without water; so, my^iend, so; whip me off 
this Glass neatly, bring me hither some Claret, a full weeping Glass till it 
run over I” — Rabelais. 

“Now, seeing that every vessel was empty, great and small, with not so 
much at the Bottom as would half befuddle or muddle even a Fly, such as 
are the Flies of Baieux, I say, seeing this lamentable sight, Gargantua leapt 
up on one of the Tables, and with Tears in his eyes as big as Cannon 
Bullets, did pathetically beseech Pantagruel, as well as he could for the 
Hiccups and the Drinking Cups, and all sorts of Cups, as he valued his 
precious Body and Soul, one or both, never to drink more, than became a 
reasonable Man, and not a Hog and a Beast, And the Stint of a reasonably 
reasonable Man is thus much, to wit, ^ven Thousand three Hundred and 
fiftv-thrce Hogsheads, twi^ as many Kil .erkins, thrice as many little Kegs, 
and as many Flaggons, Bottles, and Tankards as vou will beside. A 
Christian ought not to drink more. As Gargantua said these Words his Yoice 



ODE TO J. S. BUCKINGHAM, ESQ., M.P. 85 

grew tbicK, his Tongue being as it were too huge for his mouth ; and on 
a sudden he turned dog-sick, and fell off the Table a prodigious Fall, 
whereby there was a horrible Earthquake, from Paris even unto Turkey 
in Asia, as is remembered unto this day.” — Rabelais. 


0, Mr. Buckingham, if i may take 
The liberty with you and your Committee, 

Some observations I intend to make, 

I hope will prove both pertinent and pretty. 

On Drunkenness youVe held a special court, 

But is consistency, I ask, your forte, 

When after (I must say) much Temperance swaggering 
You issue a Report, 

That's staggering I 

Of course you labour’d without drop or sup, 

Yet certain parts of that Report to read. 

Some men might think indeed, 

A corkscrew, not a pen, had drawn it up. 

Ror instance, was it quite a sober plan 
On such a theme as drunkenness to trouble 
A poor old man. 

Who could not e’en see single, much less double ? 

Blind some six years. 

As it appears. 

He gives in evidence, and you receive it, 

A flaming picture of a flaming palace 
Where gin-admirers sipped the chalice 
And then (the banter is not bad). 

Thinks fit to add. 

You really should have seen it to believe it.* 

* What ia your occupation? — My occupation has been in the weaving 
line; hvi having ike dropsy six years ago^ I am. deprived of my eyesight, 

2734. Did you not once see a gin-shop burnt down ? Aboia nine months ago 
there was the sign of the Adam and Eve at the corner of Church-street, at 
Bethnal-green, burnt down, and they had such a quantity of spirits in the 
house at the time that it was such a terrible lire, that they were obliged to 
3—2 
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That he could see such sights I must deny. 

Unless he borrowed Betty Martin’s eye. 

A man that is himself walks in a line. 

One, not himself, goes serpentine, 

And as he rambles. 

In crablike scrambles. 

The while his body works in curves, 

His intellect as surely swerves. 

And some such argument as this he utters, 

“ While men get cut we must have cutters. 

As long as Jack will havjB his rum. 

We must have pink, corvette, and bomb, 

Each sort of craft 
Since Noah’s old raft, 

Erigate and brig. 

Ships of all rig, \ 

We must have fleets, because our sailors swig, 

But only get our tars to broths and soups, 

And see how slops will do away with sloops 1 
Turn flip to flummery, and grog to gravy, 

And then what need has England of a navy ? ” * 

Forgive my muse ; she is a saucy hussy, 

But she declares such reasoning sounds muzzy, 

And that, as sure as Dover stands at Dover, 

The man who entertains so strange a notion 
Of governing the ocean. 

Has been but half seas over. 


throw everything into the middle of the road to keep it away from the 
liquor, and it was all in Ham js in the road ; and the gin-shop opposite was 
scorched and broke their windows ; and there was another gin-shop at the 
opposite corner ; at three corners there were gin-shops, and was, from the 
lire, just like a murdering concern; for you could not get round the corner 
at all, it was so thronged that a man could not believe it unless he saw it. 

^ * 3893^ 2, temperaTwe were universal^ do you ihinh we should need any 
lino-qf^ttle sAipj It would be very unsafe for us to be without them. 



ODE TO J. S. BUCKINGHAM, ESQ., M.P. 


37 


Again : when sober people talk 
On soberness, would not their words all walk 
Straight to the point, instead of zig-zag trials, 

Of both sides of the way, till having crost 
And crost, they find themselves completely lost 
Like gentlemen, — ^rather cut — in Seven Dials ? 

Just like the sentence following in fact : 

“ Every Act * 

Of the Legislature,** (so it runs) “ should flow 

Over the bed,** of what ? — begin your guesses. 

The Bed of Ware ? 

The State Bed of the May*r? 

One at the Hummums? Of MacAdara*s ? No. ^ 
A parsley bed ? 

Of cabbage, green or red ? 

Of onions P daffodils ? of water-crcsses ? 

A spare-bed with a friend — one full of fleas ? 

At Bedford, or Bedhampton ? — None of these. 

The Thames*s bed P The bed of the New llivcr ? 

A Kennel P brick-kiln P or a stack of hay P 
Of church-yard clay, 

The bed that’s made for ev*ry mortal liver P 
No — ^give it up, — all guessing 1 defy in it. 

It is the bed of “ Truth,** — “ inspired *’ forsooth, 

As, if you gave your best best-bed to Truth 
She’d lie in it I 

Come, Mr. Buckingham, be candid, come. 

Didn’t that metaphor want “ seeing home P ** 

* 1686. Do you mean to infer from that, that the law in all its branches 
should be in accordance with the Divine command? — I do; every Act of 

the Legislature should flow over the bed of inspired truth, and receive the 
impregnation of its righteous and holy principles. 
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What man, who did not see far more than real, 
Drink’s beau ideal, — 

Could fancy the mechanic so well thrives. 

In these hard times, 

The source of half his crimes 
Is going into gin-shops changing fives 1 * 
Whatever had wash’d such theoretic throats, 
After a soundish sleep, till twelve next day, 
And, perhaps, a gulp of soda — did not they 
All change their notes ? 



“ CAN I HATH A BED HEBE ? ” 

Suppose, mind, Mr. B., I say, suppose 

You were the landlord of the Crown — the Bose — 

The Cock and Bottle, or the Prince of Wales, 

The Devil and the Bag of Nails, 

♦ 2612, Are they in the habit of bringing 64 notes to get changed, ae well 
as sovereigns?— Very rarely; I should think a 64 note is an article th^ 
seldom put in their pockets^ 



ODE TO J. S. BUOKINOaOi, ESQ., MJ», 


89 


The Crown and Thistle, 

The Pig and Whistle, 

Magpie and Stump — take which you like, 

The question equally will strike ; 

Suppose your apron on — top-boots, — fur cap — 

Keeping an eye to bar and tap, 

When in comes, muttering like mad, 

The strangest customer you ever had I 

Well, after rolling eyes and mouthing, 

And calling for a go of nothing, 

He thus accosts you in a tone of malice : 

“ Here’s pillars, curtains, gas, plate-glass — What not ? 
Zounds ! Mr. Buckingham, the shop you’ve got 
Beats Buckingham Palace ! 

It’s not to be allowed, Sir ; I’m a Saint, 

So I’ve brought a paint-brush, and a pot of paint, — 

You deal in Gin, Sir, 

Glasses of Sin, Sir ; 

No words — Gin wholesome! — You’re a stor^ -teller — 

I don’t mind Satan standing at your back. 

The Spirit moveth me to go about, 

And paint your premises inside and out. 

Black, Sir, coal black. 

Coal black, Sir, from the garret to the cellar. 

I’ll teach you to sell gin — and, what is more. 

To keep your wicked customers therefrom, 

I’ll paint a Great Death’s Head upon your door — 

WTrite underneath it, if you please — Old Tom 1 ” * 

* 3006, Do you think it would be of good effect, were the Legislature to 
order that those houses should be painted all black, with a large death*8 
head and cross-bones over the doorr—* 1 wish they would do even so much. 
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Should such a case occur, 

How would you act with the intruder, Sir ? 

Surely, not cap in hand, you’d stand and bow, 

But after hearing him proceed thus far, 

(Mind — locking up the bar) 

You’d seek the first policeman near, 

“ Here, take away this fellow, here. 

The rascal is as drunk as David’s Sow ! ” 

If I may ask again — between 
Ourselves and the General Post, T mean — 

What was that gentleman’s true situation 
Who said — ^but could he really stand 
To what he said ? — “ In Scottish land 
The cause of Drunkenness was education ! ” * 

Only, good Mr. Buckingham, conceive it I 
In modern Athens, a fine classic roof. 

Christened the Ifi^A School — that is, over proof! 
Conceive the sandy laddies ranged in classes. 

With quaichs and bickers, drinking-horns and glasses, 
Eeady to take a lesson in Gleiilivet ! 

Picture the little Campbells and M‘ Gregors, 

Dancing half fou’, by way of learning figures ; 

And Murrays, — not as Bindley used to teach — 
Attempting verbs when past their parts of speech— 
Imagine Thompson, learning ABC, 

By 0 D V. 

Fancy a dunce that will not drink his wash, — 

And Master Peter Alexander Weddei 

Invested with a medal 

For getting on so very far-in-tosh. 

* 4502. What are the remote causes that have influenced the habit of 
drinking svirits among all classes of the population? — One of the causes of 
^au&ehness in Scotland is education. 
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Fancy tlie Dominie — a droughty body, 

Giving a lecture upon making toddy, 

Till having emptied every stoup and cup, 

He cries, “ Lads 1 go and play — the school is up ! ” 

To Scotland, Ireland is akin 
In drinking, like as twin to twin,— 

When other means are all adrift, 

A liquor-shop is Pat’s last shift, 

Till reckoning Erin round from store to store, 

There is one whiskey shop in four.* 

Then who, but with a fancy rather frisky, 

And warm besides, and generous with whiskey, 

Not seeing most particularly clear, 

Would recommend to make the drunkards thinner, 

By shutting up the publican and sinner 
With pensions each of fifty pounds a year ? f 
Ods ! taps and topers 1 private stills and worms ! 

What doors you’d soon have open to your terms I 

To men of common gumption, 

How strange, besides, must seem 
At this time any scheme 
To put a check upon potheen’s consumption, 

When all arc calling out for Irish Poor Laws I 
Instead of framing more laws, 

To pauperism, if you’d give a pegger, 

Don’t check, but patronise their “ Kill-the-Beggar 1” J . 

♦ 3804. Did you observe the drinking of spirits very general in 
Ireland? — In Ireland, I think, upon a moderate calculation, one shop out 
of every four is a whi8ke\->hop, throughout the whole kingdom. Those 
who have been unbuccesbfm in every other employment, and those who 
have no capital for any employment, fly to the selling of whiskey as tlie 
last shift. 

t 773. Now, mppose we were to give 50/. a-year to every spirit-selb r 
in Belfast, to perihiun them off (and I am sure it would be much better tor 
iiic country that they should be paid for doing nothing than lor doing mis- 
chief)— 

X 794. We have in our neighbourhood a species of whiskey of this 
kind, called “ KUl-the-Beggar.*’ 
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If Pat is apt to go in Irish lAnen^ 

(Buttoning his coat, with nothing but his skin in) 
Would any Christian man — that’s quite himself, 
His wits not floor’d, or laid upon the shelf — 
While blaming Pat for raggedness, poor boy, 
Would he deprive him of his “ Corduroy ! ” * * * § 


Would any gentleman, unless inclining 
To tipsy, take a board upon his shoulder, 

Near Temple Bar, thus warning the beholder, 
“BEWARE OF TWINING?” 

Are tea-dealers, indeed, so deep-designing, 

As one of your select would set us thinking. 

That to each tea-chest we should say Tu Doccs, 
(Or doses,) 

Thou tea-chest drinking ? f 

What would be said of me 

> -• 

Should I attempt to trace 

The vice of drinking to the high in place. 

And says its roo^ was on the top o’ the tree ? | 
But I am not pot-valiant, and I shun 
To say how high potheen might have a run, § 


* 795. Another description of what would be termed adulterated spirits, 
is by the vulgar termed “Corduroy.’* 
t 798. It IS quite common, in Dublin particularly, to have at one end 
of the counter a large pile of tea-chests for females to go behind, to be hid 
from sight: but the dangerous secrecy arises chiefly from the want of 
suspicion in persons going into grocers* shops. 

788. It is a well £iown fact, that mechanics* wives not unfrequently get 
portions of spirituous liquors at grocers* shops, and have them set down to 
their husbands’ accounts as soap, sugar, te^ &c. 

I 816. Do you ascribe the great inclination for whiskey at present 
existing among the lower classes, originally to the use of it by the higher 
classes as a favourite drink ? — I attribute a very large portion of the evil 
arising from the use of spirituous liquors to the sanction they have 
received from the higher classes ; the respectable in society I hold to be 
the chief patrons of drunkenness. 

§ 769. What do you mean by the phrase run ?— It means, according to 
a common saying, that Jor one gallon made for the King^ another U made 
for the Queen* 
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What would you think, if, talking about stingo, 
I told you that a lady friend of mine, 

By only looking at her wine 
Flushed in her face as red as a flamingo P 
Would you not ask of me, like many more,— 

“ Pray, Sir, what had the lady had before P ” * 
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Suppose at sea, in Biscay’s bay of bays, — 

A rum cask bursting in a blaze, — 

Should I be thought half tipsy or whole drunk, 

If running all about the deck I roar’d 
“ I say, is ever a Cork man aboard P ” 

Answered by some Hibernian Jack Junk, 

* 4627. A lady informed me lately, that in dining out, although she 
should not taste a drop in the hob and nob at dinner, yet the lifting of the' 
glass as frequently as etiquette requires, generally flushed her face a good 
leal before omuer was ended. 
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While hitcliing up his tarry trowser, — 

How would it sound in sober ears, 0 how, Sir, 

If I should bellow with redoubled noise, 

“ Then sit upon the bung-hole, broth of boys ? ♦ 

When men — the fact’s well known — reel to and fro, 

A little what is called how-come-you-so, 

They think themselves as steady as a steeple, 

And lay their staggerings on other people — 

Taking that fact in pawn, 

What proper inference would then be drawn 
By e’er a drny-horse with a head to his tail, 

Should anybody cry, 

To some one going by, 

«Ofiel Ofiel Ofie! 

You’re drunk — ^you’ve nigh had half a pint of ale!" \ 

One certain sign of fumes within the skull 
They say is being rather slow and dull. 

Oblivious quite of what we are about — 

No one can doubt 

Some weighty queries rose, and yet you missed ’em, 

For instance, when a doctor so bethuraps 
What he denominates * ** the forcing system,” 

Nobody asks him about forewg- pumps ! X 

* 3901. Are you aware of the cause of the burning of the Kent East 
Indiainan in the Bay of Biscay V — Holding a candle over the bung-hole of 
a cask of spirits, the fenuff fell into the cask and set it on fire. They had 
not presence of raind to put in the bung, which would have put out the fire; 
and if a man had sat on the bumj -hok it would not have bwrnt Mm, and it 
would have put it out. 

t 4282. Do many young men visit those houses ? — A very great many 
have done, more so than what visit the regular public-houses. I was in 
one of tho.“e places about twelve months ago, waiting for a coach, and there 
came into the beer-shop twenty-two boys who called for half a gallon of ale, 
which they drank, and then they called for another. 

X 1211. The over-stimulation, which too frequently ends in the habit of 
drunkenness in Great Britain in every class, is the result of the British 
forcing sgsUm simply. 
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Oh say, with hand on heart. 

Suppose that I should start 
Some theory like this, — 

“ When Genesis 

Was written — before man became a glutton. 
And in his appetites ran riot. 

Content with simple vegetable diet, 

Eating his turnips without leg of mutton. 



BXirKXVO IK SIGHT OV PORT. 

His spinach without lamb — carrots sans beef, 

*Tis my belief 

He was a polypus, and I’m convinc’d 

Made other men when he was hash’d or minc’d,” — 

Did I in such a style as this proceed, 

Would you not say I was Farre gone indeed ? ♦ 

♦ 1282. Was not vegetable food prescribed in the first chapter of Genesis? 
Vegetable food was appointed when the restorative power of man was com- 
plete. The r^-storative power in some of the lower animals is still complete. 
It a polypus be truncated or cut into several pieces, each pari will become a 
perfect animal.— Fiae Evidence of Df* Farre* 
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Excuse me, if I doubt at each Assize 
How sober it would look in public eyes, 

Eor our King’s Counsel and our learned Judges 
When trying thefts, assaults, frauds, murders, arsons, 

To preach from texts of temperance like parsons, 

By way of giving tipplers gentle nudges. 

Imagine my Lord Bayley, Parke, or Park, * 

Donning the fatal sable cap, and hark, 

“ These sentences must pass, howe’er I’m pang’d. 

You, Brandy, must return — and Rum the saihc — 

To the Goose and Gridiron, whence you cahie — 

Gin ! Reverend Mr. Cotton and Jack Ketch , 

Your spirit jointly will despatch — 

Whiskey, be bang’d ! ” 

Suppose that some fine morning. 

Mounted upon a pile of Dunlop cheeses, 

I gave the following as public warning. 

Would there not be sly winking, coughs and sneezes ? 

Or dismal hiss of universal scorn. 

“ My brethren, don’t be bom, — 

But if you’re born, be well advised — 

Don’t be baptised. 

If both take place, still at the worst 
Do not be nursed, — 

At every birth each gossip dawdle 
Expects her caudle ; 

At christenings, too, drink always hands about, 

Nurses will have their porter or their stout, — 

Don’t wear clean linen, for it leads to sin, — 

All washerwomen make a stand for gin — 

♦ 976. Wbat happy opportunities, for example, are offered to each Judge 
and King’s Counsellor at every assize, to denounce all customary use of 
distilled spirit as the great excitement to crime. The proper improvemeot 
of each opportunities would do much for temperance* 
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If you’re a minister — to keep due stinting, 

Never preach sermons that are worth the printing, ♦ 
Avoid a steam-boat with a lady in her, + 

And when you court, watch Miss well after dinner, i 


Jl BJLSBOWITBT. 

Never run bills, or if you do don’t pay, § 

And give your butter and your cheese away, — H 
Build yachts and pleasure-boats if you are rich, 

But never have them launched or payed with pitch, ^ 

In fine, for Temperance if you stand high. 

Don’t die!” 

* 4642. When a clergyman gets a new manse he is fined in a bottle of 
wine; when he has been newly married, this circumstance subjects him to 
the same amicable penalty ; the birth of a child also costs one bottle, and 
the publication of a sermon another . — By J, Dunlop. Esq, 

t 4637. The absolute necessity of treating females in the same mgnner, 
in steam-boat jaunts, is lamentable. 

I 4637. Some youths have been known to defer their entrance into a 
temperate society till after their marriage, lest failure in the usual compli- 
ments should be misconstrued, and create a coldness with their future 
wives. 

§ 1635. It (drinking) is employed in making bargains, at the payment 
of accounts. 

|j 4639. A landlady, in settling with a farmer for his butter and cheese, 
brings out the bottle and the glass with her own hands, and presses it on 
his acceptance. How can he refuse a lady soliciting him to do what he is, 
perhaps, unfortunately already more than half inclined to ? 

^ 4640. The* launching bowl is a bonus of drink, varying from 21, to 
lOfc, according to the size of the ship, bestowed by the owners on the ap- 
rentices of a ship-building yard at the launch of a vessel. The graving 
owl is given to the journeymen after a vessel is payed with tar. 

• • 4638. On the event of a decease, every one gets a glass who comes 
Within the door until the funeral, and for six weeks after it. 
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Did I preach thus, Sir, should I not appear 
Just like the “parson much bemused with beer P ” 

Thus far, 0 Mr. Buckingham, I’ve gather’d. 

But here, alas I by space my pen is tether’d. 

And I can merely thank you all in short, 

The witnesses that have been called in court, 

And the Committee for their kind Ecport, 

Whence I have picked and puzzled out this moral, 
With which you must not quarrel, 

’Tis based in charity — That men are brothers^ 

And those who make a f uss. 

About their Temperance thuSt 
Are not so much more temperate than others. 


THE FATAL BATH. 


It is seldom that medical men arc of accord in their theorit s ' 
the differences of doctors have, indeed, passed into a proverb ; 
but if there be any one point on which their opinions entirely 
harmonise, it is on the propriety of bathing with an empty 
stomach. The famous Doctor Krankengraber, in his most fa- 
mou!> book, called “ Immersion deeply Considered,” forbids, 
under all kinds of corporeal pains and penalties, the use of the 
cold bath, after the mid-day meal. “ Take it,” he says emphat- 
ically, “ as you value your life, health, and consequent peace, 
comfort, and happiness, by all means before, before, before 
dinner.” It is a high authority to set up against ; and yet if 
the pen were my professional implement instead of the sword— 
could I write treatises, as eloquently as the learned Esculapian, 
— I would cry to the ends of the earth, bathe, as you love your- 
self, or love any one else, — as you love the precious meal itself 
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— ^bathe after ^ after ^ after dinner ! Let the candid reader decide 
between us. 

It is now nearly twenty years since I met the lovely and fasci- 
nating Christina F , now, alas! Christina Von' G , at 

our Casino Ball. I had only the happiness of dancing one waltz 
with her — but what a waltz it was 1 It never left off I She had 
completely turned my head — not one turn from right to left, or 
otherwise ; but she had set it spinning for ever I Like the har- 



TOND 07 BATHINO. 


monious everlasting revolutions of the planets, was that dance 
with its music in my memory. All the rest of the night, or at 
least the few hours of morning slumber allowed me by my mili- 
taiy duties, that ineffable whirl, with the same bright angel for 
my partner, went on in a dream. 

Every one who happened, like myself, to be abroad in Cob- 
lentz, on the first of May, 1835, must recollect the remarkable 
I whirlwind of that date, and its memorable effects. I saw it 

come down the Moselle, twirling round a jackdaw or two, some 
VOL. HI. 4 


60 


THE FATAL BATH. 


hides of leather, linen, and other articles, caught up in its yor« 
tex; and then^ passing over the Ehine towards Thal-Ehren- 
breitstein, where I was then quartered, it disappeared in the di- 
rection of Ems. But it left its mysterious influence behind. 
After gazing for a moment at the place where it had vanished, 
all of a sudden, striking up a popular air in a whistle, a country- 
man caught hold of a woman who happened to stand near him, 
and compelled her, with gentle violence, to revolve with him in 
the national dance. The hint took. A second pair began to 
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turn — a third — the infection spread — each caught hold of a 
neighbour, male or female, —till in the space of a few minutes, 
soldiers, officers, civilians, carmen, marketwomen, ladies, maid- 
servants, barge-masters, peasants, old or young, were all spin- 
ning. There was not an individual to be seen on either bank, 
or on the bridge, but was engaged in the universal waltz I 
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Alas I the lovely Christma was to me as that tornado I She 
not only made me whirl myself, but everything else to whirl 
round me. My thoughts flowed in circles : I could never pro- 
ject them in a straight line to any given point. I was a human 
humming-top, always humming that one dear air by Zirkel that 
I had danced to. My brain became dizzy and giddy — the earth 
reeled beneath me, the sky spun round above me. In short, I 
was eddying in endless circles in that Maelstrom of Passion 
caUed Love. 

The discovery of my state was so sooner made than I strove to 
collect my senses, and soberly review the past, in order to esti- 
mate my chance of eventual bbss. I recalled the afiable smile, 
the frank hand, the tender glance, of Christina ; and especially 
her ready “ Ja 1 ja ! ” to everything I said. I remembered the 
gracious expressions of her mother, with whom I had also 
danced, even to the use of the affectionate “ thou,” as though 
I were her son elect. I thought of the benevolent smile 
of her father, as I touched glasses with him : — and above all, I 
knew that I possessed more than that minimum of revenue, 
without which oflicers of the Prussian army are forbidden to be- 
come Benedicts. Everything was in my favour. Hope herself 
assumed the face and figure of Christina, and, consenting to 
dance with me, I began spinning again worse than ever. We 
waltzed now by wholesale, — Christina, myself, her mother and 
father, all her relations, and all mine, in one great family 
circle ! 

In the meantime my military duties were not fulfilled in the 
best manner for hastening my promotion : I became the standing 
joke of the standing army, at least of such part of itaagarrisoned 
Coblentz. When the band struck up on the Parade I began to 
revolve. I gave the word of command “ Waltz 1 ” instead of 
« Wheel 1” On another occasion, when Captain Stumbk^, at 
his rqoining the regiment, approached to embrace me, 1 seized 
4—2 
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liim by the waist and actually turned him round in presence of 
the whole battalion ! Never was such a delirium I But it was 
too sweet to last. One morning the telegraph on Ehrenbreit- 
stein, with its arms all abroad, began to make signals ; which 
my fond fancy merely converted into an invitation to the other 
telegraph on the top of the Palace, to come and waltz with it : 
there was, however, a darker purport in its motions. Our 
battalion was ordered to Posen 1 

1 had danced into delight, and was now doomed to march out 
of it. On consideration, I determined to break my mind to 
Christina before I went; but no opportunity offered, and with 
my heart broken instead of my mind, I turned my back to 
Coblentz and the treasure it contained. My waltzing was over. 
One good turn deserves another, but, indoubt whether that good 
turn would ever come, I went on, without a single spin, to our 
journey’s end. 

I found the Polish city the same that I had left it ; but every 
trace of gaiety was gone. I still went, it is true, to balls 
where waltzes, gallopes, and mazurkas were danced; but I went 
in boots up to my knees, I had made a vow never to waltz 
again ; and was keeping it better than vows are generally ob- 
served, when an event occurred that set me spinning again as 
fast as ever 1 — ^It was Christina herself, who entered the ball- 
room in the train of the Princess L * ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 1 I couh) have 
eaten my long boots without sauce ! At any rate I wished them 
successively on the legs of every ugly villain that danced with 
her. To go the whole length of a confession, I almost wished 
her a mild sprained ankle herself 1 It went against me to look 
on ; and as fast as the giddy pair whirled one way, as swiftly in 
mere contrariness I seemed to spin with a reverse motion. 
Formerly I was a happy humming-top ; I was now a whipping- 
top, lashed by the unsparing hand of jealousy till I reeled again 1 
Possibly I should have ended, like certain rotary fireworks, with 
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an explosion, — ^at all events I should have flown off to my 
quarters, when a few gracious words from the Princess converted 
the centrifugal into a centripetal impulse. It was an invitation 
to a dinner and ball on the succeeding Sunday, at which my 
former partner would be present. Christina herself condescended 
to express pleasure in the prospect of meeting me there ; and 
when I ventured to solicit her promise, engaged he^mlf to 
dance with me, as I fancied, with a slight blush. Gracious 
heavens ! how I spun 1 — or else I had become conscious of the 
earth’s revolution ! 1 whirled home without feeling my long 
boots, or the legs that were in them, — I was a spirit, — some- 
thing ethereal — a zephyr waltzing with a zephyr, in a gentle 
whirlwind, that carried us up, spirally, even into the seventh 
heaven 1 Again Christina and Hope were one and the same 
person. I went to bed, and dreamt that having offered in a 
waltz, and been accepted in a waltz, we waltzed off to the altar 
together. 

Never were six such long days invented as ushered in the 
blessed Sunday. However, they were so tedious that they wore 
themselves out at last ; and exactly as the clock struck three, — 
lovers are never late — I found myself at the Chateau, or rather 
in its Park, in which, having come too early, I preferred to 
amuse myself till the company arrived, I should have been in 
time if my horse had walked ; but he had galloped : — seemed 
destined to prove in my own person that in much haste there is 
little speed. 

The weather was warm, and I was still warmer; my face, as I 
looked at it, in a secluded lake, to which I had sauntered, was 
as hot and flushed as if I had just waltzed with a bear. I looked 
at my watch, and then at the water, blue as the sky itself, 
and studded with snow-white lilies; — the very reeds bowed 
invitingly, and seemed to whisper, “ Pray, walk in I ” It was 
irresistible. In a trice, I was stripped, and luxuriating in the 
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cod element. After lingering a little at the brim to eiyoy an 
air bath. I struck out towards the middle, now diving ?ike a 
wild duck, and then springing like a trout, or sailing away after 
a prize lily. 'Twas delicious I — ^lovely nameless Naiad I — thanks 
for that refreshing embrace 1 Thanks for the present of those 
white ;^rcelain lily cups ! Thanks for the vocal melody of thy 
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iBeds ! A thousand thanks for that liquid, azure, heaven ! 

out, oh I— a thousand thousand, billions, trillions, quadrillions, 
quintillions, decillions of thanks backwards— yea, hot, fervent] 
earnest, and bitter maledictions for all the rest ! 

“The Leech was sent, but not in mercy there I “ 

The first step I made out of the water disclosed my fate ! 
Sharp as is the bite of the blut-egel on land, when we are, per- 
J^ps, nervously expecting it, I had never noticed it in swimming ; 
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partly from a certain cliilly numbness, partly from tbe constant 
muscular exertion, and partly from the frequent pricking of the 
broken reeds. A glance sufficed. There they were, a set of 
cuppers on each calfl As yet I could scarcely have lost a 
thimbleful of the vital fluid ; but I felt as faint, as sick, and as 
ready to fall full length on the ground, as if I had lost quarts 
of it I 

The first dinner-bell sounded. It was no time to be nice, and 
1 tore off one or two of the blood-suckers by force ; but the flow 
of gore that followed proved to me that I had better have left 
them alone. Then I tried to shake them off by dancing, and 
had they been each a tarantula, they could not have bitten me 
into more frantic capering. But they held on like sailors in a 
storm. 1 looked at my legs and raved ! I thought of Christina 
and groaned I In the folly of desperation I gnashed my teeth 
at the leeches, and shook my fist at them, and then, trying my 
very useless powers of persuasion, I apostrophised them, “ Suck, 
suck, suck, ye vipers ! — suck ! suck ! suck ! suck I But the 
vipers were in no such hurry as mine ; they pumped on quite 
composedly, and seemed only intent on filling out every wrinkle 
of their skins, in order that I might admire the detestably 
beautiful pattern down their abominable backs! I all but 
blasphemed ! I cursed the weather, the water, the lilies, the 
leeches, and then my own self for going in, — and still more for 
coming out. I never thought of the cramp, or I should have 
cursed it too for not seizing me in the middle of the lake 1 

The second bell sounded — ^like a deathbell : — and there was 
I, as effectually pinioned and fastened to the spot by a few 
paltry vermin, as Gulliver by the Liliputians. Methought I 
beheld my empty chair on one side of Christina, and, on the 
other, a hateftdly well-made fellow, with an odious handsome 
face, and a disgustingly sweet voice and manner, endeavouring 
to make amends for my absence. 1 stormed, raved, tore my 
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hair, and even wept for vexation. In the paroxysm of my 
despair, I prayed for wooden legs I 

Hitherto the sounds from the Chateau had nothing personal in 
their character ; but, now, they pointedly addressed themselves 
to me. First I heard the clang of a gong ; then the flourish of 
a hunting horn ; next the recal upon the bugle ; and, finally, a 
general shout, in which my distempered fancy seemed to detect 
the clear sweet voice of Christina above all the rest ! I wonder, 
with water so handy, I did not commit suicide. But a sort of re- 
signation, very different from the marble Resignation which 
typified Count Pfefferheim leaning over his departed lady, had 
taken possession of me. It was grim and gloomy — I had re- 
solved to try patience, a catholicoii plaster efficacious in every 
possible case, with the sole drawback that nobody can get it to 
stick on. For my own part, I soon gave up the remedy. I 
happened to remember the trouble I endured, when I really 
wanted leeches, to make them bite, and 1 could emulate Job no 
longer. I wished — in such ecstasies we do not look before we 
leap in wishing, — that I had been affected with Hydrophobia, ere 
that fatal bath — that 1 had been turned into a serpent at 
Schlangenbad, or boiled to rags in the Kochbrunnen at Wies- 
baden ! 

At last the clangour ceased ; but in lieu of it, I heard the 
servants running about beating the wood for me, and calling me 
by name. If I had been wise I should have answered ; — but 
I was now worked up to the frenzy fit of nervousness ; I felt 
my situation, except in my own eyes, sufficiently ludicrous 
and I dreaded lest some mischievous wag, or, perhaps, rival, 
should delight to exhibit me in a ridiculous light to Christina. 
In truth, I should have been, if discovered, a laughable figure 
enough. To save time eventually, I had dressed myself so far 
as I could — conceive, then, a gentleman, in full uniform above, 
even to his cocked hat, but below perfectly bare-legged, min 
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three leeches hanging to one limb, and four to the other I I 
should think no criminal ever felt more anxious of concealment 
than T did as I took refuge amongst the tallest reeds ! 

To pass the time, I had no better amusement than to watch 
the leeches, how they swelled and filled, and finally rolled off, 
gorged with my precious blood, a pailful of w^liich I would rather 
have shed for my country at any convenient time and place ! 
And Christina — what could she think of my absence P Why, 
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she could only look upon me, as I looked on my leeches, with 
aversion and disgust, — whilst her infernal neighbour, the 
Colonel, in the splendid uniform of the Boyal Guard, for such I 
painted him, became every moment more agreeable. Of the 
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next five minutes I have no mental record ; my impression is, 
that I was stark, staring, raying, rampant, mad ! 

At length the last of my tormentors fell off! — and when he 
touched the ground, as I had served all his fellows, I weaned 
him with a stone from ev^r sucking again. It was a poor re- 
venge, for, after death, they bequeathed to me a new misery. 
The blood would not cease flowing, even though I plucked all 
the nap off one side of my hat to apply to the wounds. I for- 
got how it would look afterwards stripped of its felt. 1 was 
famished besides-— but my cruellest hunger was in my heart. 
Oh I Christina I — It seemed an age, ere at last I dared to creep 
gingerly into my white kerseymeres 1 My watch marked it to 
have been but three hours 1 

I returned to the Chateau at the pace of a hearse ; fearing to 
put one foot before the other, and looking sharply every other 
step at my legs. As for the anticipated celestial waltz — I 
seemed doomed to 
make one of that 
dreary corps of long 
visaged gentlemen who 
prefer to look on. I 
arrived, however, 
stainless, spotless, — 
only I was obliged to 
keep one side of my 
hat to myself. An 
attempt was made to 
rally me on my ab- 
sence ; but my ex- 
cuse of having lost 
myself in the forest 
passed off very currently, and a tray was ordered for my re- 
(Mimeiit. But I wa» unable to eat a monel j 1 could only 
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fill a glass of wine to pledge Cliristma, who had not shown 
any sign of resentment ; on the contrary, she appeared to com- 
miserate my wanderings in the wild woods. In the mean time 
the ball began. As I entered the room, in a blaze of light, I 
fawned that every eye was directed towards my legs : my head 
swam and for a minute I seemed waltzing with the whole as- 
sembly at once I Christina looked twice reproachfully towards 
me, ere with the air of a matrimonial martyr saluting his 
destined bride, I went up and claimed her hand. The music 
struck up; we began to waltz, at least ehe did, turning me 
round with her, as though she had been practising the dance for 
the first time with a lay.figure. Stiffly and coldly as I moved, 
me-thought I felt the circulation in every vein and artery be- 
coming more and more rapid from even such gentle exercise. 
At last the whirl ceased, and we sat down again side by side. 
How I wished for the despised long boots up to the knees, in 
which I might have chatted at my ease 1 It was impossible. I 
never opened my lips except to say yes and no, in the wrong 
place ; sometimes where I should have answered I was mute. 
One little stain of the slightest possible tinge of crimson, which 
no eye but my own would have detected, absorbed my whole 
soul. I was suffering the unspeakable tortures of the murderer, 
conscious that his secret blood-guiltiness was on the eve of 
coming to light I 

The gentle Christina, after the first waltz, in consideration 
perhaps cf my supposed long ramble in the forest, had ex- 
pressed her intention of not dancing any more during the 
evening; a little stir now made me look, and— the fiends seize 
him I — a tall handsome Colonel, in the splendid dress uniform 
of the Eoyal Guard, exactly such a figure as my jealous fancy 
had formerly depicted, was leading her out to dance! The 
music played a waltz. They turned, they spun, they fiew 
round, in each other’s arms — giving me a turn also till my very 
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soul became sick and dizzy ! My eyes grew dim, — 1 could no 
longer see — ^but I heard her frequent ja ! ja I ja 1 ” and her 
light laugh I 
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I wish Doctor Krankengraber could have seen the plight I 
was in, at that moment, merely through bathing, according to 
his detestable rule. Oh that he could have felt my burning 
temples, my throbbing pulse, my palpitating heart. Had that 
floor before me been a pond, I verily believe I should have 
practically illustrated his “ Immersion deeply Considered with 
my pockets full of stones. I once or twice endeavoured to 
catch the eye of Christina, but in vain. I addressed her, and 
she looked as coldly on me as one of our kachel-ofens* on a 
bom Englishman 1 

I would fain have sought an explanation ; but this haughty 
treatment sealed my lips. I no longer attributed her estrange- 
ment to any other cause than the imputed fickleness of the sex* 
Muttering something to the Princess about indisposition I left 
her ball, without blessing it, and flew home. Three days later 
1 was again at her Chateau, determined to decide my fate. 

* A German stove, cased with white tiles. 
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Christina had quitted Posen ! In two short months afterwards 
the Berlin Gazette informed me that she was married to a 
Colonel of the Eoyal Guard. 

I never beheld her again : but a she-cousin of mine, who was 
her bosom friend and confidant, in after years thought proper, 
amongst other matters of feminine curiosity, to inquire on what 
grounds her unfortunate kinsman had been repelled. The 
answer she did me the favour to extract, and kindly sent it 
to me, by way of a correction, and a guide, probably, should I 
ever dream of addressing a lady again. The reader is welcome 
to partake of the document : it runs thus : — 

“ You ask me, dearest Bettine, why I did not like your cousin 
Albrecht? Under the seal of our sisterly confidence, I will frankly 
confess to you, that it was through no fault of mine. I will even own 
to something like a preference, up to that memorable evening at 
the Princess L.’s. I had there determined to watch him nar- 
rowly, to observe every light and shade of his character — and 
you know the result. Did you ever hear of the young* Count 
Schdnborn ; and the egregious personal vanity which brought 
him to his fate P Suspected of correspondence with the revolted 
Poles, he disappeared, and according to the custom with de- 
serters, a vilely daubed effigy, with his name at full length under 
it, was suspended on the public gallows. He was still skulking in 
disguise at Berlin, and might doubtless have effected his escape — 
but shocked at the libellous picture that profijssed to represent 
him, he was actually arrested one morning, at the first dawn of 
light, brush and palette in hand, painting up the odious portrait 
to something more resembling the personal attractions of the 
original 1 And now for our Albrecht. Conceive him sitting 
languishingly — a Narcissus without his pond — seeing nothing, 
admiring nothing, but his own certainly well-turned legs I Fancy 
him stretching them, crossing them, ogling them in all possible 
attitudes, taking back and front views of them, and along the 
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outer or inner side. Imagine Mm coquetting with them» care* 
lessly dropping a handkerchief over them, as if to veil their 
beauties ; sli^ng his enamoured hand down them by turns, — 
and then, with great reluctance brought to dance on them, if 
dancing it might be called, so languidly, as if he feared to wear 
out the dear delicate limbs by the exertion. Suppose Mm after- 
wards relapsing into his former self-contemplation, so exclusively 
as to neglect the common politeness of an answer even to a 
question from a lady — and a lady to whom he professed to show 
particular attention. And now, dearest and beat Bettine, you 
have my secret. It is very well to marry a man with hand- 
some legs, but one would not choose to have them always running 
in his head. 


MARINE LIBRAR^ l 1U_ 


thb dnithd familt. 


e$ 



m txmvi skat . 


THE UNITED FAMILY. 


“ We Stick at nine.’* 

Mbs. Battle, 

** Thrice to thine, 
thrice to mine, 

^toicea^ain, 

10 make rm nme,” 

The Weird Sisters is Kaobbth. 

How oft in families intrudes 
The demon of domestic feuds, 

One liking this, one hating that, 

Each snapping each, like dog ajpd cat, 


THE UNITED FAMILY. 

With divers bents and tastes perverse. 
One’s bliss, in fact, another’s curse. 

How seldom anything we see 
Like our united family ! 

Miss Brown of chapels goes in search, 
Her sister Susan likes the church ; 

One plays at cards, the other don’t ; 

One will be gay, the other won’t : 

In pray’r and preaching one persists, 

The other sneers at Methodists ; 

On Sundays ev’n they can’t agree 
Like our united family. 

There’s Mr. Bell, a Whig at heart. 

His lady takes the Tories’ part, 

While William, junior, nothing loth, 
Spouts Badical against them both. 

One likes the News, one takes the Age, 
Another buys the unstamp’d page ; 

They all say J, and never 
Like our united family. 

Not so with us ; — ^with equal zeal 
We all support Sir Kobert Peel ; 

Of Wellington our mouths are full. 

We dote on Sundays on John Bull, 

With Pa and Ma on selfsame side, 

Our house has never to divide — 

No opposition members be 
In our united family. 

Miss Pope her " Light Guitar ’’ enjoys, 
Her father “ cannot bear the noise,’* 

Her mother’s charm’d with all her songs, 
Her brother jangles with the tongs. 
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Thus discord out of music springs, 
The most unnatural of things, 

Unlike the genuine harmony 
In our united family ! 

We dll on vocal music dote, 

To each belongs a tuneful throat, 

And all prefer that Irish boon 
Of melody — “ The Young May Moon 
By choice we all select the harp, 

Nor is the voice of one too sharp, 

’ Another flat — all in one key 
Is our united family. 

Miss Powell likes to draw and paint, 
But then it would provoke a saint, 
Her brother takes her sheep for pigs, 
And says her trees are periwigs. 

Pa praises all, black, blue, or brown ; 
And so does Ma — ^but upside down ! 
They cannot with the same eye see. 
Like our united family. 

Miss Patterson has been to France, 
Her heart’s delight is in a dance ; 

The thing her brother cannot bear, 

So she must practise with a chair. 
Then at a waltz her mother winks •, 
Put Pa says roundly what he thinks, 
All do8-a-do8, not vis-^vis. 

Like our united family. • 

We none of us that whirling love. 
Which both our parents disapprove, 
A hornpipe we delight in more. 

Or graceful Minuet de la Cour — 
VOL. III. 5 
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A special favourite with Mamma, 

Who used to dance it with Papa^ 
la this we still keep step, you see, 

In our united family. 

Then books — ^to hear the Cobbs* debates ! 
One worships Scott — another hates, 

Monk Lewis Ann fights stoutly for, 

And Jane likes “ Bunyan's Holy War.** 
The father on Macculloch pores, 

The mother says all books are bores ; 

But blue serene as heav*n are we. 

In our united family. 

We never wrangle to exalt 

Scott, Banim, Bulwer, Hope, or Galt, 

We care not whether Smith or Hook, 

So that a novel be the book, 

And in one point we all are fast, 

Of novels we prefer the last,— 

In that the very heads agree 
Of our united family I 
To turn to graver matters still. 

How much we 'see of sad self-will I 
Miss Scrope, with brilliant views in life, 
Would be a poor lieutenant*s wife. 

A lawyer has her Pa*s good word. 

Her Ma has looked her out a Lord, 

What would they not all give to be 
Like our united family I 

By one congenial taste allied. 

Our dreams of bliss all coinoide, 

We*re all for solitudes and cots. 

And love, if we may choose our lots. 
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As partner in the rural plan 
Each paints the same dear sort of man ; 
One heart alone there seems to be 
In our united family. 
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One heart, one hope, one wish, one mind,— 
One voice, one choice, all of a kind,— 

And can there be a greater bliss — 

A little heav’n on earth — than this? 

The truth to whisper in your ear, 

It must be told l—we are not near 
The happiness that ought to be 
In our united family 1 

Alas I *tis our congenial taste 
That lays our little pleasures waste— 

We all delight, no doubt, to sing, 

We all delight to touch the string, 
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But where’s the heart that nine may touch? 
And nine “ May Moons ” are eight too much— 
Just fancy nine, all in one key, 

Of our united family 1 

The play — Oh how we love a play 
But half the bliss is shorn away ; 

On winter nights we venture nigh, 

But think of houses in July ! 

Nine crowded in a private box. 

Is apt to pick the stilfest locks — 

Our curls would all fall out, though we 
Are one united family I 
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In art the self-same line we walk, 
We all are fond of heads in chalk, 
We one and all our talent strain 
Adelphi prizes to obtain ; 
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Nine turban’d Turks are duly sent, 

But can the royal Duke present 
Nine silver palettes — no, not he— 

To our united family. 

Our eating shows the very thing. 

We all prefer the liver- wing, 

Asparagus when scarce and thin. 

And peas directly they come in. 

The marrow-bone — if there be one — 

The ears of hare when crisply done. 

The rabbit’s brain — we all agree 
In our united family. 

In dress the same result is seen. 

We all so doat on apple-green ; 

But nine in green would seem a school 
Of charity to quizzing fool — 

We cannot all indulge our will 

With ** that sweet silk on Ludgate Hill,” 

No remnant can sufficient be 
For our united family. 

In reading hard is still our fate. 

One cannot read o’erlooked by eight. 

And nine “ Disowned ” — nine “ Pioneers,” 

Nine “Chaperons,” nine “Buccaneers,” 

Nine “ Maxwells,” nine “ Tremaines,” and such, 
Would dip into our means too much — 

Three months are spent o’er volumes three. 

In our united family. 

Unhappy Muses ! if the Nine 
Above in doom with us combine, — 

In vain we breathe the tender flame. 

Our sentiments are all the same, 

4 
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And nine complaints address’d to Hope 
Exceed the editorial scope. 

One in, and eight ‘put outy must be 
Of our united family I 

But this is nought — of deadlier kind, 

A ninefold woe remains behind. 

O why were we so art and part ? 

So like in taste, so one in heart ? 

Nine cottages may be to let, 

But here’s the thought to make us fret, 
We cannot each add Frederick B. 

To our united family. 
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A LETTER FROM AN ABSENTEE. 


About two years since, a great sensation was created in the 
neighbourhood of Hatfield, Herts, by the sudden departure of a 
gentleman who had long resided in the vicinity, at a shooting- 
box called the Grange. So abrupt was his retreat, that his in- 
. tiraates and neighbours only became aware of it by calling upon 
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him, and finding no one at home but the bailiif ; who informed 
them that Mr. Charles de la Motte had gone off he did not 
know where, nor for how long, and that the Grange was to be 
let for the season. So mysterious a flight of course gave birth 
to a great deal of local speculation at the time ; but, like other 
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popular topics, it got much the worse for wearj and in the 
course of a few weeks the name of the fugitive was scarcely re- 
membered. His long absence and utter silence, however, 
alarmed his friends; and the next of kin to the property was 
becoming particularly anxious as to the fate of his relative when 
the general solicitude was opportunely relieved by the receipt of 
the following letter from the missing gentleman. 

To WiLLMAN Playfair, Hawkeder, 

My Dear Willman, 

Time, who brings down all things, has I hope ere this killed 
your resentment, or at least winged it, so that it does not take 
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quite so high a flight as it did, doubtless, when you discovered 
that I had gone off, like the cockney’s gun, without a word of 
warning to my best friend. The first explosion must have been 
awful I Your temper was always very like Hall's “ quick-firing " 
gunpowder; and you took care to keep it dry and ready for 
use. Thousands of miles off I have fancied the effects of the 
burst; my poor character quite blackened, lying about in a 
hundred fragments, without the least feature of an old friend or 
a good fellow to be made out from them. This was the only 
dismemberment (to flatter you) which gave me any pain or 
concern. Of course there were plenty of charitable persons 
ready to invent criminal reasons for my going off ; but I trusted 
that even their judgments would come to rights when they 
found that no tradesman had lost his money nor any gentleman 
his wife. I had never been a banker nor a tax-gatherer, nor in 
receipt of the parochial funds. It was only in the articles of 
friendship and confidence that I was a defaulter ; and here I 
must crave your pardon ; urging, however, certain circumstances 
in extenuation. My %ecret may now be divulged, when the 
event has stamped the character of the enterprise. You know 
how men become traitors or rebels, according to the success of 
their attempts; and the design, the execution of which now 
affords me such pride and pleasure, would, untried, have been 
denounced as a scheme founded on extreme weakness. To be 
sure it was a weakness that besets very great men, — ambition : 
but how the walls of your snuggery would have rung again w?th 
'aughter, had I confessed beforehand the nature of my aspir-* 
mgs ; that my topmost aim, which was directed all across the 

Atlantic, was to shoot an elk ! To think of me, a young 

bachelor not absolutely frightful, and well to do in the world— 
who might settle down whenever he chose in domestic felicity, 
or look forward to make a figure in Parliament, to think of my 
leaving behind all the delectables of courting, marrying, spout- 
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ing, and franking, encountering all the dangers and disagreeables 
of the sea, at the risk besides of being set down for a murderer, 
seducer, swindler, heaven knows what, — for the purpose of 
killing a coarser kitid of venison ! Your reason would have re- 
coiled and kicked at the idea 1 At present we stand upon other 
terms. I Mve shot my elk ; and, should you think lightly of 
such a feat, I can retort, proudly with my muzzle in the air, 
“ Go and do it yourself if you can I ” Had I failed, *twas 
another thing. You remember how we roasted poor Hawkins, 
who, led by an ambition with which I can sympathise, when 
Cross was obliged to order military execution on Chuiiy, paid 
his two guineas for a shot at the elephant, and missed ? 

Should you still sneer at my expedition, and determine to run 
me down, I can take shelter like a hunted deer, amongst a herd 
of authorities. I may be the greatest of the sort, but not the 
first ; Lord John llussell, Professor Wilson, Waterton, Audubon, 
Washington Irving, Colonel Hawker, and many others, are not 
a bad fellowship to fall into ; and each has, like myself, endea- 
voured to shoot his elk I By this phrase I do not literally 
mean the killing of an animal of the deer kind, some eight or 
ten feet high, but the bringing down of some object bigger than 
ever we brought down before. This was my mainspring in my 
expedition. Before you undervalue its strength, pray just read 
an excellent article, in a by-gone number of Blackwood, called, 
“Christopher in his Shooting Jacket,” and then compare it 
with your own experience. How eloquently the author des- 
cribes the Shooter’s Progress, from popping a tomtit off a twig, 
to killing a Hooper on a lake I The gradual climb from sparrow- 
hail up to swan-shot ! By the way, the shot-manufacturers, no 
shots probably themselves, number their pellets most unphiloso- 
phically, backwards. Dust ought to be number one 1 

The celebrated line, “Pine by degrees and beautifully less,” 
so often quoted, has no relish for a true lover of the trigger, nor, 
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indeed, for a sportsman of any class whatever. I shall never 
forget the wry face with which Tom Pope received a proposition 
to look in at Carpenter’s Solar Microscope 1 He did not care 
to learn that there are swimming things in water too small to 
rise at a midge or to take a mite. When he was a boy he was 
fond of sniggling for eels; as a man he longs, and has. actually 
sailed — to tackle the American Sea-Serpent I 
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The Reverend Richard Rodwell, an old crony of Tom’s — a 
member of the same club, and a celebrated troller, never thought 
any pike big enough that he pulled out, till he met with one 
that pulled him in, and by the last accounts I had of him, he 
was off to the Liffy after salmon ; ’twas in the regular course of 
things. I remember when I had caught sticklebacks with a 
bent jniaikin, how soon I got to a crooked corking-pin to hook 
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the minnows with; nor can I forget the great jump by which, 
skipping gudgeon, bleak, and other small fry, 1 fished all at 
once for Jack ! The earlier tiny gradations were discarded. If 
you look at a foot-rule, the first inch is generally divided and 
subdivided into fourths and eighths, but the other eleven mark 
nothing smaller than halves. So it is in sporting : we step at 
the commencement, but stride afterwards. To give a notable 
case in point: Anderson, after leistering keppers on the Tweed, 
overlooking sharks, dolphins, and other middlings, was, when 1 
left England, whaling-mad: and by this time, probably, the 
bran-new harpoon I saw hanging over his mnntcd-shelf has been 
buried in blubber. 

To turn to shooting — look at the gun itself I If the best - 
informed persons speak correctly on the subject, the barrel at 
each discharge expands: that is to say, the fowling-picce 
endeavours as far as in it lies to become a cannon, 'llic 
man who carries the gun is manufactured of something like the 
same metal. He craves, at every shot almost, for bigger game ; 
some huge thing, that he may “ shatter all its balk and end its 
being.** At the very time that he is taking aim at a hawk, hi 
wishes it was an eagle. Apropos dc bottes. Audubon, in words that 
breathe and bum, has given a thrilling description of his ecstasy 
on knocking down a Golden Eagle with his rifle; but is he 
content, at this present moment, with that new feather in his 
cap P Quite the reverse. It is well known that on the com- 
pletion of his truly splendid Ornithological Work, he intends an 
oriental voyage in the track of Sindbad, half believing, and three 
quarters hoping, that the existence of that stupendous bird, the 
Boc, is not a fable. 

If you ever knew anything of Lloyd, you ought to know that 
it was his casually being the happy instrument in shooting a 
rabid Newfoundland, that first gave him the hint of going to 
Norway to put bullets into bears. To take a jump to politics, in 
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application of the same principle, is it not probable that the 
troubling the rabbits about Woburn, in his boyhood, gave a 
certain noble lord in after life the relish for driving bigger animals 
out of bigger boroughs ? Nothing more like : especially if you 
call to mind the magnificent wish of Jack Langton, when the 
working “ the cats ” in his Essex warrens began to get stale 
with him. But perhaps you have forgotten it. *Twas neither 
more nor less, than that he could “ ferret the Thames Tunnel 
with a Crocodile, and bolt Hippopotami ! ** 

May my own Elk-hobby now venture to hold up its 
diminished head? Or must I intrench myself behind fresh 
examples? 1 will, at all events, place between us that of 
Washington Irving. When I read his quietly exulting record 
of killing his buffalo, I would have wagered a hundred to one 
that he would never rest content with that single exploit, in 
spite of his professions to 
the contrary. And I 
should have won. Here 
he is, in snow-shoes, with 
his rifle on full cock, and 
as Elk-jealous of me as 
man can be. Supposing 
him to have done the tom fuku , 

trick, will he rest even there? The question equally touches 
your humble servant ; and, between ourselves, till I be fairly 
shipped for England, I shall not feel myself secure from further 
wanderings. Suppose, that in a fresh access of the sporting 
appetite, which “ grows by that it feeds on,” the American 
Geoffrey and myself should plunge into the depths of his native 
forests, hoping in some hitherto untrodden recess to find living 
specimens of those surpassing monsters whereof we have as yet 
seen only the organic remains? The great Crayon may now 
feel abo>e drawing a badger, but could he resist the temptation of 
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sketching a Mammoth ? As for myself, a mere wind from the 
Back Woods that whispered of a Megatherium, would be sure 
to turn my nose in that direction, like a weathercock's. 

The last time I was at Brighton, some kind friend, whose 
name I do not exactly recollect, took me over to Lewes with 
him, to see the museum of Mr. Gideon Mantell, so rich in fossil 
relics, including the gigantic Iguanodon, discovered in Tilgate 
Forest. Shall I confess to you, that instead of the lively 
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pleasure which the sight seemed to afford to others, it made me 
only mute and melancholy. I felt nothing but envy of those early 
Nimrods who had such Elks of their own to go forth against, 
conquering and to conquer. What a pity that they did not 
preserve their game — that they should eat up all their cake at 
once, as we have since done with the bustard, instead of leaving 
some of the breed for a future day ? There was but one person 
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present who seemed to sympathise with my feeling — wlio I 
understood was Mr. Waterton. A process parallel to mine was 
clearly going on in his head; he looked from one gigantic 
skeleton to another, clothing it, in his mind’s eye, with flesh 
and muscle, and skin, or scales: but when he came to the 
Titanic Jguanodon, an animal of the lizard kind^ four times as 
large as the largest crocodile, it was evidently a teaser to him. 
“ Zounds ! ” he exclaimed, “ the alligator I broke in, and rode 
upon, was a dwarf to this ! There is another stage for me still I 
1 have been performing among the minors I ’* 

Are you yet satisfied? or must I appeal to yourself ? Did 
you not then wish your first sparrow a partridge, your 
partridge a pheasant P Nay, did you not once upon a time ex- 
change your single barrel for a double — ^your duck-gun for a 
swivel ? Many mickles make a muckle ; and a score or two of 
ducks and flappers at one shot, was for the time your Elk. It 
was thus that hopeless of a mammoth, the veteran Colonel 
Hawker, wished for an equivalent, in the shape of a thousand or 
two of the American wood-pigeons, which were flying over his 
head in columns twenty miles long by five in width. He had 
been aiming at them for a minute or so, with the fore-finger of 
his left hand, the thumb serving for a trigger, when the irresisti- 
ble wish came across him — Oh that I had Hall’s powder-mills 
here, with the patent shot-manufactory on the top ^of them, to 
let fly at ye I ” 

It was whilst killing a buck in Cashiobury Park, that I first 
longed to shoot an Elk. I warrant the game-keeper, as we 
looked at the dead deer, set me down for an idiot, when I pro- 
nounced it a very little one : but my mind was possessed by the 
other image. The ideal animal thenceforward haunted me night 
and day ; sometimes standing at bay, sometimes springing at 
me, and, like AEsop’s brutes, it had the gift of human speech, 
pcipeiudlly ciying out, “ Come, and kill me P " It became a 
monomania. I felt that I could only put an end to the fiction 
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by making it a reality — and the deed is done. Oh ! that you 
could have seen him spring ten feet upwards, and then fall head- 
long on the -trampled snow ! But I will not forestall my narra- 
tive. Pen and paper are too tame for it — you shall have it hot 
from my lips 1 So pray compose your risible muscles against 
my return ; or should you feel them tickling, remember there 
have been more Quixotic expeditions than mine, and worse 
objects of afnbition, than shooting Elks. You had better break 
the truth to my friends at Hatfield before I come home ; but, 
mind, with no ridiculous inventions tacked to it, to make me 
the laughing-stock of the place. Tell George he shall have a 
hoof. I shall, not be long after my letter in coming to hand — 
Till when I am, my dear William, 

Yours ever truly, 

C. ])e la Motte. 

P. 8. Ten-Garters, the Indian, has brought an account that 
some monstrous beast, — nobody knows what, —has been seen 
about twenty leagues to the northward. I am just going to set 
off with him, and a number of other hunters, in pursuit of it. 
Who knows? It may, perhaps, be a Megatherium I 
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AN INTEECEPTED DISPATCH. 

There is no subject more deplored in polite circles ^ban 
notorious rudeness of what is called Cml war. Suavity, it 
must be confessed, has little to do with its sharp practice ; but 
of course the adjective was prefixed ironically ; or intended only 
to refer to that spurious kind of civility which is professed in 
domestic feuds, when “ my dear ” is equivalent to “ my devil.” 

It is a question, however, worthy of an enlightened age, 
whether Civil War might not be literally civilised, and carried 
on with a characteristic courtesy. Lumps, thanks to the sugar- 
b'xkers, have been refined — and' why not blows? 
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Intestinal strife, as at present waged, is a frightful anomaly. 
It runs counter to every association — ^moral or anatomical. A 
well-regulated mind must be unable to connect the idea of 
polite hostilities with an unmannerly soldiery. It is diflieult,, 
for instance, to conceive an Urban Guard devoid of urbanity. 

A civil war, to deserve the name and satisfy tlie Fancy, must 
have for Commander in Chief, on cither side, a finished Gentle- 
man — if of the Old School, the better — as devoted to the 
maviter in modo as to tlie fortiter in re. With a punctilious 
sense of the bland nature of the strife he is engaged in, he will 
make politeness the order of the day. The password will be 
“Sir Charles Grandisonj” .and should he feel eompelled to 
publicly deliver his sentiments, he will make a genteel address 
do duty for an offensive manifesto. Every officer under him will 
rank for complaisance and amenity with a Master of the Cere- 
monies. His dragoons, with their best behaviours, will be 
mounted on well-bred horses : his cuirassiers as polished as 
their corslets, and as finely tempered as their swords. His in- 
fantry, all regulars, will adhere to the standards of propi’icty, as 
well as to the regimental colours : the artillery will adopt the 
tone of good society, — and the band will play the agreeable. 

To prove that such a prospect is not altogether Utopian, I 
am happily enabled to make public the following letter, which 
develops at least the germ of a new system, that may hereafter 
make Civil War no more a misnomer than Polite Literature. It 
is dated from Castille Senior ^ and addressed to a public Func- 
tionary at Madrid. 

(Copy.) 

“Your Excellency, 

“ I had the honour of describing in my last dispatch, a 
little personal rencontre with the gallant general on the other 
side 5 and I have now the pleasure of laying before you tlie 
agreeable result of another affair of tlie same nature. 

VOL. III. 6 
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“Early on the 19th instant, our picquets, with a becoming 
deference to their superiors, retired from the presence of a large 
body of cavalry, and intimated that I might shortly expect the 
favour of a visit. I immediately scut the light dragoons and 
lancers to the front, with instructions to give the gentlemen on 
horseback a hearty welcome, and provide as they best could for 
their entertainment, till I should be prepared for their reception, 
as well as of any friends they might bring with them. 1 flat- 
tered myself, indeed, that I should enjoy the company of their 
whole army, and they were so good as not to disappoint me. A 
lively cannonade quickly announced their approach by a salute, 
which was cordially returned from the whole of our batteries ; 
and then a cloud of skirmishers pushed forward to their front, 
and commenced a liberal exchange of compliments with our 
tirailleurs. Our cavalry in the mean time had sought an intro- 
duction to their horse, which was met in the handsomest manner, 
and many intimacies were formed, that only ended with life. 
The cavalry at length retired, but evidently with regret, and 
many reiterated promises of soon coming again. 

“ Their main body now appeared moving in the best disposi- 
tion towards us ; whilst the rifles on the flanks paid the most 
marked attention to our officers, who received many substantial 
tokens of their regard. A closer acquaintance was now sought 
with an empressment quite flattering ; indeed it was difficult to 
reply in adequate terms to the warmth and importunity of their 
offers. Perceiving that we had some very heavy guns on our 
right, they obligingly undertook to carry them ; professing at the 
same time a very sincere inclination to serve our light artillery. 
They also wished to take charge of a hill on the left that might 
annoy us ; but had the courtesy to resign it to Colonel Bower, 
on a representation that the eminence was indispensable to his 
views. Their cavalry also endeavoured gallantly to make a 
favourable impression on us ; and in particular evinced a lively 
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desire to visit some of our squares ; but which, on the plea of 
inconvenience, we found means to decline. There had manifestly 
been a design of dropping in upon us unprepared, but fortun. 
ately I was enabled to foil the pleasantry, and even to turn the 
tables upon themselves. The enemy finally gave up every 
point, and handsomely offered to accommodate us with the field 
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of battle j but feeling bound in politeness to return the visit, I 
ordered an advance of the whole line ; and we were at once 
hospitably permitted to enter their lines without ceremony, and 
make ourselves at home in their camp. In justice to their 
generosity I must not omit to state that we found it abundantly 
provisioned — ^the artillery entirely placed at our command — the 
whole baggage devoted to our use, and even the military chest 

left very much at our service. 

6—2 
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The list of casualties is not yet made up — ^but I am in pos- 
session of some of the details. The 19th was politely invited to 
a masked battery, and a succession of balls; kept up with a 
spirit that the regiment, and Major Smith in particular, will 
long remember. Colonel Bower is deeply indebted to a lancer, 
who helped him off his horse; and Captain Curtis is lying 
under a similar obligation in the hospital. Captain Plint owes 
the cure of his asthma to the skill of a carbineer ; and Lieu- 
tenant Power was favoured with as specific a remedy for deter- 
mination of blood to the head. Colonel Boult was handsomely 
presented with the freedom of the field, enclosed in a shell ; and 
Major Brooke is absent, having received a pressing invitation 
that he could not well resist — to visit the enemy’s quarters. 

“ I have the honour to be, &c., &c., &c. 

“ (Signed) Manners. 

“ (Countersigned) Chesterfield.” 
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** Esaad Kiuprili solicited in verse permission to resign the government of 
Candia. The Grand Vizier, Hafiz Pasha, addressed a Ghazel to the Sultan 
to urge the necessity of greater activity in military preparations ; and Murad, 
himself a poet, answered likewise in rhyme. Ghazi Gherai clothed in 
Ghazels his official complaint to the Sultan’s preceptor. The Grand Vizier, 
Mustafa Pasha Bahir, made his reports to the Sultan in verse.”— Ptcfs VoN 
HAMMBBon Othoman LiteroUvre^ in the Athencmn/or Nov, 14, 1835. 


0 Turkey ! how’ mild are thy manners. 
Whose greatest and highest of men 
Are all proud to be rhymers and scanners, 
And wield the poetical pen ! 
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Thy Sultan rejects — he refuses— 

Gives orders to bowstring his man ; 
But he still will coquet with the Muses, 
And make it a song if he can. 



The victim cut shorter for treason, 

Though conscious himself of no crime, 
Must submit and believe there is reason 
Whose sentence is turned into rhyme ! 

He bows to the metrical firman, 

As dulcet as song of the South, 

And his head, like self-satisfied German, 
Rolls off with its pipe in its mouth. 

A tax would the Lord of the Crescent ? 

He levies it still in a lay. 

And is p’rhaps the sole Bard at this present 
Whose Poems are certain to pay. ^ 
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State edicts unpleasant to swallow 
He soothes with the charms of the Muse, 
And begs rays of his brother Apollo 
To gild bitter pills for the Jews. 

When Jealousy sets him in motion 
. The fair one on whom he looks black, 

He sews up with a sonnet to Ocean, 

And sends her to drown in her sack. 

His gifts, they are posies latent 
With sequins roll’d up in a purse, 

And in making Bashaws, by the patent 
Their tails are all “ done into verse.” 

He sprinkles with lilies and roses 
The path of each politic plan, 

And with eyes of Gazelles discomposes 
The beards of the solemn Divan. 

The Czar he defies in a sonnet. 

And then a fit nag to endorse 
With his Pegasus, jingling upon it, 

Eeviews all his Mussulman horse. 

He sends a short verse, ere he slumbers, 
Express unto Mecr Ali Beg, 

Who returns in poetical numbers 
The thousands that die of the plague. 

He writes to the Bey of a city 
In tropes of heroical sound, 

And is told in a pastoral ditty 
The place is burnt down to the ground. 
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He sends a stern summons, but flow*ry, 

To Melex Pasha, for some wrong, 

Who describes the dark eyes of his Houri, 
And throws off his yoke with a song. 

His Vizier presents him a trophy, 

Still, Mars to Calliope weds — 

With an amorous hymn to St. Sophy 
A hundred of pickled Greek heads. 

Bach skull with a turban upon it 
By Eoyal example is led : 

Even Mesrour the Mute has a Sonnet 
To Silence composed in his head. 

E’en Hassan while plying his hammer 
To punish short weight to the poor, 

With a stanza attempts to enamour 
The ear that he nails to a door. 

0 1 would that we copied from Turkey 
In this little Isle of our own. 

Where the times are so muddy and murky, 
We want a poetical tone I 

Suppose that the Throne in addresses — 
Por verse there is plenty of scopes 

In alluding to native distresses, 

Just quoted the ** Pleasures of Hope.” 

Methinks ’twould enliven and chirp us, 

So dreary and dull is the time, 

Just to keep a State Poet on purpose 
Taput the King’s speeches in rhyme. 
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When bringing new measures before us, 

As bills for the Sabbath or poor, 

Let both Houses just chaunt them in chorus. 

And p’rhaps they would get an encore. 

No stanzas invite to pay taxes 

In notes like the notes of the south, 

But we*re dunn’d by a fellow what axes 
With prose and a pen in his mouth. 

Suppose — as no payers are eager — 

, Hard times and a struggle to live — 

That he sung at our doors like a beggar 
For what one thought proper to give P 

Our Law is of all things the dryest 
That earth in its compass can show I 
Of poetical efforts its highest 
The rhyming its Doe with its Roe. 

No documents tender and silky 
Are writ such as poets would pen, 

When a beadle is sent after Wilkie,* 

Or bailiffs to veiy shy men. 

The warrants that put in distresses 
When rates have been owing too long, 

Should appear in poetical dresses, 

Ere goods be sold off for a song. 

Suppose that — Law making its choices 
Of Bishop, Hawes, Rodwell, or Cooke, — 

They were all set as glees for four voices. 

To sing all offenders to book P 

* Vide the advertisement of ** The Parish Beadle after Winde," issued by 
Moon A Co. 
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Our criminal code’s as untender, 

All prose in its legal despatch, 

And no constables seize an offender 
While pleasantly singing a catch. 

They haul him along like a heifer, 

And tell him " My covey, you’ll swing 1 ” 
Not a hint that the wanton young zephyr 
Will fan his shoe-soles with her wing. 

The trial has nothing that’s rosy 
To soften the prisoner’s pap, 

And Judge Park appears dreadfully prosy 
Whilst dooming to death in his cap. 

Would culprits go into hysterics, 

Their spirits more likely elope, 

If the jury consulted in lyrics, 

The judge made a line of the rope P 

When men must be hung for a warning, 

How sweet if the law would incline 
[n the place of the “ Eight in the Morning,” 
To let them indulge in the Nine I 

How pleasant if ask’d upon juries 
By Muses, thus mild as the doves, 

In the place of the Fates and the Furies 
That call us from home and our loves ! 

Our warfare is deadly and horrid. 

Its bald bulletins are in prose. 

And with gore made revoltingly florid. 

Nor tinted with couleur de rose. 
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How pleasant in army despatches 
In reading of red battle-plains, 

To alight on some pastoral snatches, 

To sweeten the blood and the brains 1 

How sweet to be drawn for the Locals 
By songs setting valour a-gog ! 

Or be press’d to turn tar by sea-vocals 
Inviting — with “ Nothing like Grog! ” 
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To tenants but shortish at present, 

When Michaelmas comes with its day, 
0 ! a landlord’s effusion were pleasant 
That talked of the flowers in May I 
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How sweet if the bill that rehearses 
The debt weVe incurr’d in the year, 
But enrich’d, as a copy of verses, 

The Gem, or a new Souvenir ! 

0 1 would that we copied from Turkey 
In this little Isle of our own ! 

For the times are so moody and murky, 
We want a poetical tone ! 
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HITCHIN HALL. 

The following Correspondence speaks for itself; and I am 
enabled to say that it speaks the 'truth. The letters are 
genuine, , the names only being considerately disguised. The 
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description of Hitchin Hall will probably remind the reader of 
an Insect Hospital at Surat, described by Lieutenant Burnes ; 
it was evidently a House, whose members would have voted 
unanimously for the admission of a few Destructives, 

No. I, — To Messrs, Tuppin and Co., Home Agents^ Regent 
Street^ London. 

Me. Tuppin, 

Mr. Groves being blind with a sting on his eyelids, as big as a 
pidgeon*s egg, I am necessitated to write, though unaccustomed 
to business, to say we can’t go on suffering in silence any longer. 
It is more than flesh and blood can bear ; and I really wonder, 
Mr. Tuppin, you could allow a genteel family like ours, to 
domesticate themselves in Hitchin Hall, There has been a 
shameful want of candour in the transaction. Fixtures is one 
thing j but ’live things is another, and I don’t romance, when I 
say we are eaten up alive 1 If the house was a pidgeon-house, 
we could not swarm more with fleas, and you-know-whats be- 
sides ; — and they are things I never could abide in all my days, 
A hint from you would have been only civil; but as I said 
tefore, there was nothing like candour in the case. My daughter, 
Belinda, says, she is sure there are scorpions, and if you could 
see her inflamed calf of a leg, I am sure you would say there 
was something out of the common run. Matilda thinks it must 
be Tarantellers, and as dancing is the only cure, I have had the 
drawing-room carpet taken up in case ; which, as it was only 
just fitted and put down, I consider a great inconvenience, 
especially as a little candour would have saved all the trouble. 
Mr. Tuppin, it’s one maid’s work to sweep down the spiders, 
and the cook says she is quite sick of smashing the black beadles. 
I expect every day that the footman will give warning, for he is 
of a serious turn, and complains he can’t sing his hymns in 
the kitchen for the crickets. The maids won’t sleep in the 
garrets because of the death-watches in the walls; and, Mr. 
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Tuppin, there’s the moth in every cupboard in the house ! It’s 
rather hard to have a good muff and tippet ruined, and Mr. G.’s 
great coat besides, for want of a little candoiir I Our linen is 
going in the same way. I wish you could see one of Mr. G.’s 
best fine shirts ; they are as full of holes as a cullender, as I 
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thought at first from the clothes pegs ; but the laundress said it 
was the cockroaches, and sure enough, I found a dead one in 
the drawer. Common candour would have informed we were 
coming in after a West India Captain; but I ^suppose such 
matters are secrets in trade. Mr. G. is as much put out of the 
way as I am, for he is very particular about his cellar, and the 
wood-lice, or somethings, have eat all the seals off the corks, so 
that he knows no more than the man in the moon what he is 
putting before his friends. But that’s not the worst. Mr. 6. 
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.8 not so squeamish as some people, about animalculus; but I 
appeal to yourself, Mr. Tuppin, if it’s agreeable in dressing, as 
happened this vefy morning, to find a hundred legs in your 
boots? 

For my own part, it is lucky I am above interfering in the 
kitchen, for I can’t bear a lizard, and cook says the efts come 
up the sink-hole, and she’s positive our gnats and muskitoes are 
bred in the cistern. As for flies, they stick to everything as thick 
as currants on a bread-pudding, and the blue-bottles have blowed 
more meat than would keep a poor family. It’s paying rather 
dear, Mr. Tuppin, for not meeting with a little candour / — and 1 
am sorry to say we are indebted to your closeness for as many 
disappointments and disagreeables out of doors. The gardener 
grumbles from morning to night about his hard place, and says 
the blights are beyond everything, to say nothing of sorts he 
never saw before. That was candid too I — I cannot go near my 
greenhouse, for it is all alive ; and Barron has left off lighting 
the stoves in the hothouses, for the warmth hatches out such 
swarms of grubs, and flies, and insects, as he says would astonish 
your hat off your head. As the same sort of thing happened 
the first time we heated the oven, I don’t doubt his correctness ; 
but really, Mr. Tuppin, it’s a great damp, and denial, and draw- 
■ back, both to Mr. G. and myself, when we are so very fond of 
gardening, but of course decline enjoying only the unpleasant 
part of picking and scrunching. Indeed I have never set foot 
in the grounds since sitting down on the ants* nest, and our 
Mend. Mr. Laird, says it’s a species he never saw before, except 
in AMca. It is very pleasant, Mr. Tuppin, to be plagued with 
the only things of the sort in England ; but of course you was 
not aware of the foreign ants, or common candour would have 
dictated a mention. With a proper warning before our eyes, 
we certainly should have never embraced such dreadful disagree- 
ables as we suffer with, but we never had a candid statement of 



HITOHIN HALL. 


96 


what we were to expect. As such, Mr. Tuppin, I hope you will 
feel due to your own character, to get the house off our hands 
as speedily as possible, and without any further expense to the 
deceived parties. In the meantime, Mr. Tuppin, regretting your 
want of candour^ 1 remain, for Mr. Gr. and myself. 

Your very obedient Servant, 

Mary Grove. 

Hitchin Hall, Herts. 
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No. 11 . — To Mra^ Grove, Hitchin Hall, Herts^ 
Madam, 

In absence of Principals, am desired to inform, it is not 
customary to furnish such minute particulars as alluded to, 
cannot, therefore, consider candour as compromised by not in- 
cluding fleas, 8rc., in list of fixtures. Beg to say we must 
decline letting again, except on usual terms, as enclosed, and am. 
Madam, for Tuppin and Co., 

Your mo. obedt. St., 

John Short. 
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No. IIL — To Samuel Pipe, Esq., Flamingo Fire Amrance 
Company^ QornUilly London, 

Sir, 

It is my unpleasant duty to advise you, that on the night of 
the 1 0th inst. the mdssuage and tenement called Hitchin Hall, 
(No. 17601), was burnt down to the ground without salvage. 
It was formerly in the occupation of the Hitchin Entomological 
Society ; and the secretary, who was very curious in keeping 
and breeding all sorts of insects, resided on the premises. I 
have ascertained beyond doubt, that the fire was caused by a 
pan of burning charcoal and brimstone, intended to destroy 
the larva, &c., being shut up in a bed-room by the new 
tenants. 

I am. Sir, 

Your very humble Servant, 

Peter Hawkhurst. 


SKETCHES ON THE ROAD. 

THE WONDERFUL DOG. 

I DO not remember how I came to be talking of dogs to the 
gentleman who sat beside me on the roof of the Southampton 
Rocket; but I had just been relating an instance of sagacity in 
a terrier of my own, when the coachman looked half round, and 
addressed me over his shoulder. 

“ Pray, Sir, did you happen to see the Wonderful Dog Ponto 
at Blackwater Pair ? ” 

No. I never even heard of him.” 

‘‘The more’s the pity, Sir,” replied the coachman, pulling a 
little on his horses, “the more’s the pity, for then you’ve 
missed a sight such as you won’t see twice in your life, if you 
Jived as^Iong as Methusalem. It was worth all the money twice 
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over, only to see him dance ! None of your frenchified 
hanimals as just jigs about a bit while the chap with the stick 
has got his eye on *em, and then drops down agin on all-fours, 
but just as I might dance myself like, with all the pleasure in 
life, and my sweetheart a-figuring afore me I ” 

“ Now you mention it,” I answered, “ I cannot recal ever 
seeing a dog dance with any thing like enjoyment.” 

“ ril lay my life you haven’t. Sir,” said the coachman. ** I’ve 
taught my own bitch to dance a bit, but it’s only when I gets 
her locked up in the room, for she’ll bolt if she can, and then I 
don’t set eyes on her, mayhap for a week. The moment she 
sees the fiddle she turns away her head, as if it was an old tin 
kettle, and tucks her tail between her legs in case, — but that’s 
nature.” 

** And what else might the Wonderful Dog perform ? 

** Perform, Sir ! I’m blest if he didn’t perform a wonderful 
sight, better than the players at Richardson’s, let alone that he 
couldn’t talk. He fenced like a good ’nn, and beat time to a 
song as regular as could be, besides always barking by way of 
joining in the chorus. I can’t hardly tell you what he didn’t 
perform, but in course he’ll be at Bartleray Fair, and then you 
can see him yourself, Sir.” 

The subject dropped ; my • neighbour began to speak of his 
travels on the Continent, and Ponto the Wonderful Dog, and 
the rabe in general, had been long out of our remembrance, 
when all at once a sharp cry from the coachman, followed by a 
shock and a crash, aroused us from our foreign speculations. 
We had encountered and upset some kind of covered cart, but 
the road having been cut through a steep hill, the high bank 
had prevented the vehicle from falling completely on its side. 
Our coachman pulled up, and standing on the footboard, took a 
look at the damage, then suddenly thrusting the reins into the 
hands of his companion on the box, he precipitately got dowrii 
VOL. III. 7 



SKETCHES ON THE BOAD. 


exclaiming, as he ran off to the rescue, “ Fm pounded if it an*t 
the Wonderful Dog’s caravan I ** 

The greater part of the coach passengers, myself included, 
immediately followed his example, and made all haste to the 
spot, where we had hardly arrived, when to verify the coach- 
man’s assertion, the door at the back of the vehicle opened, and 
a large white woolly dog bounded out, who after running a few 
paces on all-fours, got upon his hind legs and walked to a mile- 
stone, whereon he seated himself after the human fashion. A 
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fat woman, and an equally fat man, then scrambled out of the 
little house upon wheels, but my interest was all absorbed by 
the dog, and leaving the rest of the company to replace his 
residence in Mu quo, I gave myself up to the study of the 
canine Phenomenon. I could hardly enough admire the force of 
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habit or instinct, whichever it was, that, even in such a sudden 
emergency, could not make him lose his acquired manner. But 
my surprise had not yet arrived at its pitch ; my astonishment 
may be conceived, when I saw him put his paw to liis head, as 
if to ascertain that it was sound, then feel down his back and 
loins, and finally, along his hind legs ; a genuine biped of my 
own species could not hiive gone through the examination more 
naturally I He next folded his fore legs, as if they had been 
arms in reality ; and settled himself to watch the rigliting of 
his conveyance, and the process lasting longer than suited his 
humour, he repeatedly tried to urge on the work, by impatiently 
waving his fore leg from left to right, according to the direction 
in which his carriage required to be lifted. At last the little 
house stood again on all its wheels, and the coachman began to 
move towards the milestone, with the intention, no doubt, of 
renewing his acquaintance with the sagacious Ponto ; but the 
latter, as if anxious to be at home again, suddenly started up, 
adroitly dodged past our Whip, and running man-fashion to the 
ladder, which he ascended dog-fashion, threw himself into the 
caravan with a somerset, that excited a universal shout of 
laughter. The fat woman next followed, then the fat man, and 
the door closed. We had resumed our seats on the coach, and 
the Eocket was about to go off, when the fat man appeared 
again at the door of the caravan, and addressed us generally, 
through his show-trumpet. 

** Begging your pardons, gemmen, I hope you won*t not 
mention any thing as you’ve seed. It would only be a-taking 
the bread out of our mouths, without a-putting on it into your 
own. The dog, gemmen, is a poor dwarft ; and we only does 
it out o* charity like, to get him a bit o* wittles. So you see, 
gemmen ” 

I could not hear what followed ; for our coachman started his 
team so suddenly, that we had enough to do to preserve our 
7—2 
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seats, and for two miles further be kept his horses in a rattling 
gallop, that put all conversation out of the question. A steep 
hill at last obliging him to alter the pace, we fell into talk on 
the late occurrence ; for my own part, I could not help laughing 
at the whimsicality of the device, but our Jehu, who evidently 
felt sore on the subject, looked at the matter in a very different 
Ught. “ It was,** he said, “ a regular bit of humbug, a down- 
right swindle, and nothing else, and it would only have sarv*d 
tlve little varmint right to have guv him a proper good shaking 
by the scruff o’ the neck.** 

“The trick is not without precedent,’* said the traveller, 
turning towards me, “ though the story may not be generally 
known in England. It was played off at the expense of the 
good citizens of Amsterdam, by Simon Paap, the celebrated, or 
as Irish O’Jlrien used to call him, the Great Dwarf. He had 
reaped a good harvest by exhibiting his diminutive proportions 
to the Dutch ; but Simon, for a man of his inches, went extra- 
ordinary lengths in dissipation ; in fact he was a little rake, and 
the money went as fast as it came. The show beginning to get 
stale, he did not find his person pay so well as it is supposed to 
do in default of the purse, and it became necessary to hit upon 
some expedient for raising the wind. Accordingly having taken 
formal leave, in the character of their greatful, obliged, and 
liuinbly obedient dwarf, he got himself sewed up in a skin by 
some of his confederates, and, in a few days, Simon Paap again 
made his appearance before an admiring Public, as a Wonder- 
ful Dog I As he had well studied his part, and performed it 
to perfection, he was honoured with the patronage of the most 
distinguished personages in Amsterdam, and large sums were 
offered for him to his supposed master, but of course declined. 
Amongst his other accomplishments, the Wonderful Dog could 
take a hand, or rather paw, at cards, and as Simon was a sharp 
player, he began to be looked upon as a lucky dog, as well as a 
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clever one, when an untoward event brought his golden dog- 
days to an end. He was playing in a coffee-house against a 
French officer, and had won to such an amount that the latter 
could not help venting his vexation by a few sharp cuts of Ids 
cane, an infliction which instead of calling forth a whine or a 
howl, produced a very distinct exclamation in Paap’s mother- 
tongue. Aware of the slip, he immediately bolted out of the 
house, as if he had got the hydrophobia, and the same night 
secretly quitted Amsterdam, leaving, like a real mad dog, a 
good many bitten people behind him.*' 



SKETCHES ON THE EOAD. 

THE FRESH HORSE. 

Stonehenge has always been a mystery to antiquarians, and 
ft puzzle to mechanics and engineers to conceive how such 
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huge masses of stone were transported, and erected, in their 
celebrated locality. For my own part, -I am no antiquarian, but 
I fully shared in the surprise of the practical men, on one day 
discovering a Quaker, seated in a four-wheel chaise, without any 
horse, in the middle of Salisbury Plain. It was a matter of 
course to stare at him as at a fly in amber, and “ wonder how 
the devil he got there.” A member of the Society of Friends 
could hardly look for friends in such a place ; a Quaker might 
sit long enough in such a region, however silent, without any hope 
of a Quaker’s meeting ; it seemed, however, to be a matter of 
familiar occurrence to the gentleman in drab, who sat as placid 
and unconcerned in his vehicle, as if he had been at the desk of a 
snug counting-house in Mincing Lane. Instead of a Price 
Current, he held in his hand a slender pamphlet, which was 
probably a religious tract, for whenever his eyes left the paper, 
they invariably took an upward look, before taking a sweep of 
the wide verdant horizon. At the first glance it occurred to 
me that his horse had bolted ; but a nearer examination cor- 
rected my error : the collar was lying on the ground ; the long 
reins beside it ; the shafts were whole, and uninjured j not a 
single strap was broken, but regularly unbuckled. I felt com- 
pletely in the dark. Horses are occasionally taken out of car- 
riages, when the mob is in the humour to act as their sub- 
stitutes ; but Salisbury Plain is perhaps the very laat place in 
England for one to look for popularity. Determined to fathom 
the mystery, I rode up to the phenomenon, and with a polite 
apology, begged to tender my best services, in a case I could not 
help fearing was one of emergency. The offer was well received, 
but my assistance declined in the quiet and laconic style sup- 
posed to be peculiar to the taciturn sect which owns Fox for its 
founder. 

“ I thank thee, friend, — but there is no need.” 

** I am happy to hear it,” I replied, ‘‘ I was in fear—” 
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“ Friend, we ought to fear nothing but sin/' 

I beg your pardon, Sir, but " 

** Thou hast not offended.” 

It occurred to me, that possibly your present position was 
the result of some accident — ” 

“ Friend, there is no such thing as accident : — all is Pro- 
vidence'^ 

I confess I felt rather sceptical on the subject ; there seemed 
so little of a heavenly dispensation in being planted in his 
peculiar situation. I could not help thinking, that if one might 
desire a blessing, ten thousand worldly advantages were prefer- 
able to the doubtful one of sitting in a chaise, without a horse, 
in such a vicinity. In the mean time, the Quaker resumed his 
reading ; and gave me leisure to look all round, with the inward 
conviction of seeing some stout, sedate, elderly nag grazing 
soberly, by permission, on the abundant herbage. 1 was still 
mistaken j there was nothing to bo seen, excepting a few sheep, 
within the whole range of the horizon. My curiosity increased ; 
I could neither make up my mind to ride off, nor to again 
accost the taciturn Quaker, who seemed more deeply absorbed 
than ever in his tract. At lasts as he paused, apparently to 
digest the contents of the last page he had been reading, 1 
ventured on a fresh attack. 

“ I am afraid, Sir, that while you have been engaged with 
your book, your horse has strayed farther off than you are 
aware of.” 

“I thank thee, friend,” said the man of few words, turning 
over a new leaf, — “ my horse is in sure hands ; ” and again he 
buried his mind in the pamphlet. Quaker as he was, I felt 
somewhat piqued at his quietism, and accordingly determined 
to oblige him to speak to the matter in hand. 

“ Possibly, Sir,” said I, “ your horse has cast a shoe, and you 
have sent him to the next blacksmith's ? ” 
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The Quaker read on. 

“ If so,” I continued, “ I congratidate you on possessing a 
book to amuse your leisure.” 

No answer. 

“ I wish,” — raising my voice — ** that I could anticipate better 
weather for you, Sir, than the clouds seem to threaten. I’m 
very much afraid we shall have a storm.” 

Still mute as a hsh. 
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“ It was once my misfortune,” said I, getting quite provoked, 
“ to be caught in one, just about this very spot : — and I assure 
you, Sir, it was very far from pleasant.” 

Mum as ever. 
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“ What was worse. Sir, I got benighted ; — and there can’t be 
a wretclieder place in England for such a dilemma. I was six 
hours adrift, at the very least, on this infernal waste.*’ 

I might as well have talked to Stonehenge itself. The perverse 
Foxite kept his lips hermetically sealed ; and I had gathered up 
the reins, turned my horse’s head, and was about to ride olf in 
a hutf, when his voice unexpectedly saluted me. 

“ Friend, I wish thee a good journey.” 

It was on the tip of my tongue, according to the common re- 
joinder, to “ wish him the same; ” but the absurdity was too pal- 
pable, considering his means of trjivelling ; and as it was a 
question of some difficulty what aspiration to offer, under such 
circumstances, 1 found myself reduced to a very awkward silence. 
Ill the days or realms of enchantment, it would have been other- 
wise; for instance, one might have wished liim a pair of flying 
dragons, or a team of peacocks, or turned half a dozen of the 
field mice into as many cream-coloured Arabians; — but as wish- 
ing has lost all magical power, 1 was just on the point of 
merely lifting my hat, as a farewell courtesy, when he again ad- 
dressed me. 

“ Friend, shouldst thou meet the man who hath my horse, 
I will thank thee to bid him make good speed with the work in 
hand.” 

“ With the greatest pleasure, Sir, provided you will favour me 
with the means of recognising them,” 

“ Friend, thou canst not err. The brute creature hath three 
white legs,— with what is called a blaze on his forehead, — and a 
long tail, undocked by the cruel abomination of shears. Res- 
pecting the rider, I cannot speak, seeing that I did not take the 
particulars of his outward man.” 

** I think, Sir, I should know your horse : — but is it possible, 
my good Sir, you can have entrusted him to an utter stranger? ” 

“Thou shalt hear, friend,”— and stowing away his book, 
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clasping his hands over his waistcoat, and twirling his thumbs 
over each other, the Quaker began his relation. The boy 
Jonathan, he said, had 
lately been sorely ex- 
travagant in the arti- 
cles of oats and beans 
for his horse, whereof 
followed not only waste 
and cost, but likewise 
the brute creature, ac- 
cording to the scrip- 
ture, waxed fat and 
kicked. Whence it 
came to pass amongst 
other trials and suffer- 
ings, for the headstrong 
spirit of viciousness to 
possess itself so pow- thi wight-miek. 

erfully of the horse, 

just at midway of his journey, there or thereabouts, as to be be- 
yond all controlling with the leather contrivances. Whereupon 
he had resigned himself inwardly to the power of grace, which 
had sent present help in need, namely, by raising up a man out 
of a bush, an utter stranger, indeed, but a Christian, ivith bowels 
of mercy, who had grappled the wilful one by the head ; more- 
over, undertaking, before proceeding further, to abate the vio- 
lent temper thereof, by abundant galloping to and fro upon the 
plain. 

I suppose an involuntary smile must have played across my 
features at this part of the story, for the worthy Quaker evidently 
penetrated my thought, and in truth I had my doubts upon the 
case. 

*• I perceive, friend, thou thinkest I have entrusted my horse 
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to one of the wicked ones ; — but thou ought to have a more 
charitable opinion of thy brethren in the flesh. I feel as secure 
of the brute creature, as if I had him here between my thighs. 
It would have done thee good to see the honest man, how he 
wrought with him, at peril of his own life and limb; as well as 
to hear his comfortable discourse. I remember his very words. 

* Only sit still in the shay,* he saith, ‘ and keep your mind easy i 
— he*8 wonderful fresh at present, but Tm used to the sort, — 
— and when you get him in the shafts again, you won’t know 
him from a mouse.* ** 

The mention of a mouse, from some sort of association with 
smelling a rat, here overcame my risible muscles, and my com- 
ment on the story took the form of a violent fit of laughter, in 
which from mere sympathy the good-humoured Quaker very 
heartily joined. 

“ It was, verily,** he said, “ a ludicrous speech enough, to 
compare a four-footed animal so large, with one so small : — but 
nevertheless, friend, the poor honest man was quite in earnest. 
Sundry times he brought the horse unto me, to show his manner 
of snorting, and whinnying, and uplifting his heels. * It*s about 
as peppery a one,’ he saith, * as I ever took in hand : but only 
sit easy in the shay, and Til have it all out of him, if I gallop 
him all down to Salisbury and back.* ** 

“ You are sure. Sir, he said back ? ** 

“ Priend, thou art relapsing into thy uncharitableness ; — ^and 

if, as St. Paul saith, we lack charity •** 

“Excuse me. Sir — ^but I cannot help thinking that a few 
turns, under your own eye, would have been quite as efticacious, 
in taking the freshness out of your horse, as a gallop right on 
end till he was out of sight.** 

“ It is that very argument, friend, which stirs up my concern. 
I have sore fears that the vicious horse hath run away with the 
honest man 1 ” 



108 


THE DEAD ROBBERY. 


“ And for my part, Sir, I have fears too, — that the vicious 
man has run away with the honest horse.” 

The benevolent Quaker f?azed earnestly at me for a minute* 
shook his head, pulled out the tract again from his pocket, 
hemmed, put on his spectacles, hemmed again, and forthwith, 
in a most solemn tone, commenced an extempore sermon on the 
text of “ Judge not, lest ye be judged.” As T had lay appoint- 
ments of some importance, I found myself obliged to interrupt 
him in the middle of his homily ; — and with an appropriate apo- 
logy, and a reiteration of the hope whi(;h had given occasion to 
the lecture, I took my leave. To a man of the world, 1 need 
not say which of us proved to be in the right ; but for the sake 
of the children of simplicity, I will give the seq\iel. About a 
year afterwards, 1 encountered our worthy Quaker at a public 
meeting in the metropolis j and he shook his head the moment 
he saw me. 

“Thou wast correct, friend,” he said, “alas, too correct, in 
thy judgment of the honest man upon Salisbury Plain. Of a 
surety, it was a fresh horse that drew me thither: — and ve/ily, 
1 was iieccsaiiatcd to buy me a fre^h horse to draw me back 
again.” 


THI^: DEAD ROBBERY. 

‘ Here's that will sack a city .” — Henry the IVth. 

Of all the causes that induce mankind 
To strike against themselves a mortal docket, 
Two eminent above the rest we find — 

To be in love, or to be out of pocket : 

Both have made many melancholy martyrs, 

But p’rhaps, of all the felonies do se, 

By ponds, and pistols, razors, ropes, and garters, 
Two-thirds have been through want of s, d, * 
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Thus happen’d it with Peter Bunce ; 

Both in the duwpi and out of them at once, 

Prom always drawing blanks in Fortune’s lottery, 
At last, impatient of the light of day, 

He made iiis mind up to return his clay 
Back to the pottery. 



'^ix's KBITIIEU HKltK NOE TIIKUK.” 


Feigning a raging tooth that drove him mad. 

From twenty divers druggists’ shops 
He bogg’d enough of laudanum by drops 
T* effect the fatal purpose that he had ; 

He drank them, died, and while old Charon ferried him, 
The Coroner convened a dozen men, 

Who found his death was |?AiaZ-ent — and then 
The Parish buried him I 
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Unwatch’d, unwept, 

As commonly a Bauper sleeps, he slept ; 

There could not be a better opportunity 
For bodies to steal a body so ill kept, 

With all impunity. 

Tn fact, when Night o’er human vice and folly 
Had drawn her very necessary curtains, 

Down came a fellow with a sack and spade, 

Accustom’d many years to drive a trade, 

With that Anatomy more Melancholy 
Than Burton’s I 

The Watchman in his box was dozing ; 

The Sexton drinking at the Clieshire Cheese ; 

No fear of any oroature interposing, 

Tlie human Jackal work’d away at ease : 

Tie toss’d the mould to left and right, 

The shabby coffin came in sight, 

And soon it open’d to his double-knocks,— 

When lo ! the stiff’ un that he thought to meet. 

Starts sudden up, like Jacky-in-a-box, 

Upon his seat 1 

Awaken’d from his trance, 

For so the laudanum had wrought by chance, 

Bunce stares up at the moon, next looking level. 

He spies* a shady Figure, tall and bony, 

Then shudders out these words " Are — ^you — the — ^Devil?” 
“ The Devil a bit of him,” says Mike Mahoney, 

I’m only corn’d here, hoping no affront, 

To pick up honestly a little blunt — ” 

“Blunt 1 ” echoes Bunce, with ahoai^ croak of laughter, — 
Why, man, I turn’d life’s candle in the socket. 



THE DEAD ROBBERY. 


Ill 


Without a rap in either pocTcet, 

For want of that same blunt you’re looking after ! ” 

“ That’s true,’^ says Mike, “ and many a pretty man 
Has cut his stick upon your very plan, 

Not worth a copper, him and all his trumps, 

And yet lie’s fetch’d a dacent lot of stuft*. 

Provided he was sound and fresh enough. 

And dead as dumps.” 



AOXXTK AirO PASSITX STOCK. 


“ I take,” quoth Bunce, with a hard wink, “ the fact is, 
You mean a subject for a surgeon’s practice, — 

I hope the question is not out of reason, 

But just suppose a lot of flesh and bone, 

For instance, like my own. 

What might it chance to fetch now, at this season ? ” 
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Fetch, is it ? ” answers Mike, “ why prices differ, — 
But taking thisl&ame small bad job of onrs, 

I reckon, by the pow’rs ! 

I*ve lost ten pound by your not being stiffer ! ** 

Ten pounds I ” Bunce echoes in a sort of flurry. 
Odd zounds ! 

Ten pounds, 

How sweet it sounds. 

Ten pounds I ** 

And on his feet upspringing in a hurry — 

[t seem’d the operation of a minute — 

A little scuffle — then a whack 

And then he took the Body Snatcher’s sack 
And poked him in it I 
Such is this life ! 

A very pantomime for tricks and strife ! 

Sec Bunce, so lately in Death’s passive stock. 

Invested, now as active as a griffin. 

Walking — no ghost — in velveteens and smock, 

To sell a stiff ’ un ! 

A flash of red, then one of blue, 

‘ At last, like lighthouse, came in view ; 

Bunce rang the nightbell ; wiped his highlows muddy ; 

His errand told ; the sack produced ; 

And by a sleepy boy. was introduced 

To Dr. (Jddy, writing in his stud 

'rhe bargain did not take long time to settle, 

" Ten pounds. 

Odd zounds ! 

How well it sounds, 

Ten pounds,” 

* Chink’d into Bunce’s palm in solid metal. 
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With joy half-crazed, 

It seem'd some trick of sense, some airy gammon, 
He gazed and gazed, 

At last, possess’d with the old lust of Mammon, 
Thought he, “ With what a very little trouble, 

This little capital I now might double ” 

Another scuffle of its usual brevity, — 

And Doctor Oddy, in his suit of black, 

Was finishing, within the sack, 

His ** Thoughts upon Longevity I ** 

The trick was done. Without a doubt. 

The sleepy boy let Bunce aiid burthen out ; 

Who coming to a lone convenient place, 

The body stripp’d ; hid all the clothes ; and then, 
Still favoured by the luck of evil men, 

Found a new customer in Dr. Case 
All more minute particulars to smother. 

Let it suffice, * 

Nine guineas was the price 
For which one doctor bought the otlier; 

As once I heard a Preacher say in Guinea, 

** You see how one black sin bring on anuilder, 

Like little nigger pickaninny, 

A -riding pick-a-hack upon him mudder I ” 

“ Humph ! ” said the Doctor, with a smile sarcastic, 
Seeming to trace 
Some likeness in the face, 

“ So death at last has taken old Bombastic 1 ” 

But in the very middle of his joking, — 

The mhject, still unconscious of the scolF — 

Seized all at once with a bad' fit of choking, 

He too was taken off! 

Leaving a fragment ** On the Hooping Cough.” 
VOL. III. 8 
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Satan still sending luck, 

Another body found another buyer : 

For ten pounds ten the bargain next was struck, 
Dead doctors going higher. 



A FAUPBtt IN HIGH BBLIBF. 

“ Here,” said the purchaser, with smile quite pleasant, 
Taking a glimpse at his departed brother, 

Here’s half a guinea in the way of present — 
Subjects are scarce, and when you get another, 

Let TM be first.” — ^Bunce took him at his word, 

And suddenly his old atrocious trick did, 

Sacking M.D. the third, 

Ere he could furnish “ Hints to the Afflicted.” 
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Flush’d with success, 

Beyond all hope or guess, 

His new dead robbery upon his back, 

Bunce plotted — such high flights ambition takes, — 
To treat the Faculty like ducks and drakes, 

And sell them all ere they could utter “ Quack ! ” 
But Fate opposed. According to the schools, 
When men become insufferably bad. 

The gods confer to drive them mad ; 

March hairs upon the heads of April fools ! 



1 LAY IHFSOPSXITOB. 

Tempted by the old demon avaricious, 

Bunce traded on too far into the morning ; 

Till nods, and winks, and looks, and signs suspicious, 
EVn words malicious. 

Forced on him rather an unpleasant warning. 

8—2 
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Glad i^as he to perceive, beside a wicket, 

A porter, ornamented with a ticket, 

Who did not seem to be at all too busy — 

** Here, my good man. 

Just show me, if you can, 

A doctor’s — if you want to earn a tizzy ! ” 

Away the porter marches, 

And with grave face, obsequious precedes him, 

Down crooked lanes, round corners, under arches ; 

At last, up an old-fashion’d staircase leads him, 

Almost impervious to the morning ray. 

Then shows a door — “ There, that’s a doctor’s reckon’d, 
A rare Top-Sawyer, let who will come second — 

Good day.” 

“ I’m right,” thought Bunce, “ as any trivet ; 

Another venture — and then up I give it 1 ” 

He rings — the door, just like a fairy portal. 

Opens untouch’d by mortal 

He gropes his way into a dingy room, # 

And hears a voice come growling through the gloom, 

“ Well — ch ? — Who ? What ? — Speak out at once ! ” 

“ I will,” says Bunce. 

“ I’ve got a sort of article to sell ; 

Medical gem men knows me very well — ” 

But think Imagination how it shock’d her 
To hear the voice roar out, “ Death ! Devil ! d — n I 
Confound the vagabond, he thinks I am- 
A rhubarb-and-magnesia Doctor ! ” 

“ No Doctor ! ” exclaim’d Bunce, and dropp’d his jaw. 
But louder still the voice began to bellow, 

“ Yes, — ^yes, — odd zounds ! — I am a Doctor, fellow, 

At law I ” 
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The word sufficed. — Of things Bunce feared theimost 
(Next to a ghost) 

Was law, — or any of the legal corps, — 

He dropp*d at once his load of flesh and bone, 
And, caring for no body, save his own, 

Bolted, — and lived securely till fourscore, 

From never troubling Doctors any more I 
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SPANISH PRIDE. 

A YABN. 


It was in the year 1812,— there or thereabouts,— for I can’t 
be more particular, seeing as how I kept no log, except my own 
head ^but we was sent to cruise off the Spanish coast in the 
Bay of Biscay, with orders to make ourselves as comfortable to 
the Dons, and as uncojufortable to the Mouiisetrs, as we could. 
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Now the French in their marches was obliged sometimes to tread 
pretty close to the shore, and then we pelted away at them with 
our gun-boats, which kept working along with them on a parallel. 
Well, one day it was my turn to take a spell in the boats ; and 
as no enemy was in sight, our Luff, rather than be idle, takes it 
in his head to go and overhaul a bit of a castle, about a cable’s 
length from the beach. So we pulls right for the land, and a 
party of us, myself for one, goes ashore without meeting a soul, 
good or bad, to help or hinder us. We was soon in the inside 
of the castle, rummaging the kitchens and cellars in the first 
place, you may be sure ; but without finding the value of a keg 
of wine, by way of a present for the Admiral, or any body else 
you like; when all at once we hears Bill Jones hailing us with 
a ** Here you shall see what you shall see ! ” So we follows the 
voice, and comes into a biggish room, hung all over with painted 
pictures of ladies in pilloryruffs, and men in armours, with a 
%pare set of whiskers stowed away between their noses and 
mouths. The wonderfullest sight, howsomever, was an old 
Don, at the further end of the room, sitting in state, with a long 
straight sword in his fist ; the very image of tha|||^her old. Don, 
in the picture behind him. At first we took him for a wax-work ; 
till Bill Jones made bold to pint at him with his finger, where- 
by he let drive with his toasting-iron, and would have run Bill 
right through his duff, if so be he hadn’t jump’d back’ards. 
You may be sure we jaw’d him well for it ; but with no more 
aggravation to him than if he had been a Chiny-man’s Joss : at 
last, just as we were making up our minds to a spree with him, 
in comes the Luff', and scrapes a full-grown bow to the old Don, 
who returned it with the least bit of a nod you ever seed. Find- 
ing such a shabby sort of a salute, the Left’nant took a pull 
like at his backstays, and stood up as stiff as he could, which 
was something more than upright, as much as to say, I perceive 
nou^ of my betters ; but the Don warn’t of the same opinion, 
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for he leaned over the back of his chair till it cracked again ; 
while his chin seemed looking over the Left*nant’s head. Then 
the Left’nant slews himself half a turn round to larboard, and 
pretends to be looking at the pictures, and the Don slews him- 
self half a turn to starboard, pretending to take a pinch of snufl\ 
It was a regular manoeuvring to get the weather gauge of each 
other’s dignity at last the Left’nant opens with a compliment, 
and the Don returns it with the biggest words he can pick, for 
he talked good dictionary English enough. \Vc couldn’t entirely 
make it out, except that he was a Don, two thousand years old, 
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and sitting there to keep his own castle agin the French : — the 
more fool he— with as good a chance as a bumboat agin a 
sevetity-four. The Left’nant tried hard to persuade him to go 
aboard the fleet; but he might have saved his jaw tackle ; for it 
wai about as easy as to get a round shot into a Quaker. ‘ Well, 
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whilst they were argufying it, somebody sings out, *‘The 
French! the French!” — and in course it’s cut and run, — ex- 
cept the old Don, who kept sitting, looking as wise as a Soloii 
goose, which, you know, will sit on its nest, till you come right 
up and knock it on the head. It showed game in him, howsum- 
ever, and thinks I to myself. I’ll save old StiiF-back without 
axing his leave. So I contrives to get him on my back, and 
before he well knew his bearings, I had him down in the fore 
court, and almost out at a breach in the wall, if he hadn’t held 
on at both sides of it, like a cat with tun* claws. I’m bound, 
now 1 thinks of him, it was all along of my not taking him out 
at tlie great gate, — be that as it may, the French come’d on 
while we were scufliiiig, and iiabb’d us both. There was no use 
in my showing fight agin so many, if they had given me time 
for it ; but the Don, ratlier than surrender his sword, made a 
sort of a try to shy it up to heaven, whereby, no thanks to him I 
I got a staggering rap on the pate with the hilt, when it came 
down again. He was the proudest beggar I ever see, out and 
out! I took an observation, when they marched us inlan-l, 
that he always forged a-liead of me, if it was only the breadth 
of your hand : besides cutting through afore me, whenever we 
came to a narrow wicket or the like. As for talking, he never 
opened his lips wide enough for a cockroach to squeeze between 
them, till we came to the prison 5 and then only to ax for a 
separate cell all alone to himself. For my own parts, thinks I, 
the more the merrier, and I was far from consarned to find the 
old Don locked up along with me — not that he was sociable at 
all, but quite the reverse ; for he always gave me as wide a berth 
as the walls would let him. He took mighty pains, besides, to 
squat himself down the same moment that I did, for fear of his 
standing to my sitting — 1 can’t tell you half his Spanish tricks, 
to keepmp his dignity, — but one was always to keep to star- 
board ; and another to be everlastingly* cover’d in my company, 
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whereby he ate, drank, and even sleeped in his slouch'd hat. It 
was the most divarting thing in life, if it had only been a stage- 
play ; but I got tired of it in the long run, like salt pork, or 
any thing else that is constant, and began to wish for my liberty. 
The Mounseers didn't keep the brightest look out in the world ; 
and so I determined to give them the slip. It was only to work 
a hole thro* a four-foot wall ; and then double the sentry ; and 
then get down a rampart twenty feet deep ; and then get across 
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the ditch; and then get to the coast; and then swim off to the 
fleet. So I set to work with a will: and in less than nine weeks 
I had picked a hole just under the little window, so that by 
knocking them both into ^)ne, there would be room enough for 
my body to get through— no thanks to the old Don, who never 
lent a hand, or even a finger, but looked on as grand as a lord 
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at the lacky that’s a-blacking his shoes. Howsumever, as he 
was only a Spaniard, and it was the fault of his bad bringing up, 
I overlooked it for once, and let him into all my plans ; and by way 
of a return, to show gi’atitude, what does he do, when the time 
comes, but refuses to shake hands by way of swearing to stand 
by each other ! Well, T overlooked that too, in consideration of 
his ignorance — and what comes of it? — Why he hustles me 
away jfrom my own hole, that I had picked with my own hands, 
to get out first. As soon as we were both outside, “ Now, 
Cavaliero,” says I, squeezing my voice into a small whisper, 
“we must skulk past the sentry ; — it’s stoop you must,” said 
I, “and come under the shadow,” but the devil a bit he’d 
stoop, but stalked along, bolt upright, like the ghost in the 
play, with tlie full moon shining with all its might on his 
infarnal ruff. Lucky for us, the sentry had got his dead 
lights up, and couldn’t see any thing but what he was 
dreaming of, so we gets undiskivered to the ramparts. I 
had made a rope of my sheets, and had it fast in no time to 
one of the guns, — then, manning the gangway, for I knew 
what sort of a customer I had to deal with, I scraped my best 
bow, and invited the old Lon to go down afore me. It was 
doing the handsome thing by him any how ; — but after giving 
a look over, he furls up his arms one within another, and turns 
his back on my rope, as if it warn’t fit to hang a dog. 1 thought 
at first as how he fancied it didn’t look strong enough ; but it 
was nothing after all but his Spanish pride. What do you 
think the old stiff-backed beggar said? “ I don’t object to the 
rope,” says he; “nor I don’t object to escape,” says he j “but 
I’ll stand here till the day of* judgment,” says he, “ before I’ll 
escape,” says he, “ by letting myeelf down 1 ” 
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JOHN JONES. 

A PATHETIC BALLAD. 

* I saw the iron enter into his soul.”— S thhne, 

John Jones he was a builder’s clerk. 
On ninety pounds a year, 

Before his head was engine-turn*d 
To be an engineer I 

For, finding that the iron roads 
Were quite the public tale, 

Like Eobin lledbreast, all his heart 
Was set upon a rail. 

But oh I his schemes all ended ill, 

As schemes must come to nought, 

With men who try to make short cuts, 
When cut with something short. 

Ilis altitudes he did not take. 

Like any other elf; 

But first a spirit-level took, 

That levelled him, himself. 

Then getting up, from left to right 
So. many tacks he made, 

The ground he meant to go upon 
Got very well survey’d. 

How crows may fly he did not care 
A single flg to know ; — 

He wish’d to make an iron road. 

And not an iron crow. 
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So, going to the rose and Crown, 
To cut his studies short, 

The nearest way from pint to pint. 
He found was through a quart. 

According to this rule he plann’d 
His railroad o’er a cup ; 

But when he came to lay it down, 
No soul would take it up ! 



rA.ULlAMK^T BXJSOTB UY LIKB I " 


Alas ! not his the wily arts 
Of men as shrewd as rats. 
Who out of one sole level make 
A precious lot of flats / 
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In vain from Z to crooked S, 

His devious line he show’d i 

Directors even seemed to wish 
For some directer road. 

The writers of the public press 
All sneered at his design ; 

And penny-a-liners wouldn’t give 
A penny for his line. 

Yet still he urged his darling scheme, 
In spite of all the fates ; 

Until at last his zigzag ways 
Quite brought him into straits. 

His money gone, of course he sank 
In debt from day to day, — 

His way would not pay him — and so 
He could not pay his way. 

Said he, “ All parties run me down — 
How bitter is my cup I 

My landlord is the only man 
That ever runs me up I 

“ And he begins to talk of scores. 

And will not draw a cork ; ” — 

And then he rail’d at Fortune, since 
He could not rail at York 1 

The morrow, in a fatal noose 
They found him hanging fast ; 

This sentence scribbled on the wall, — 
“ I’ve got my line at last 1 ” 
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Twelve men upon the body sate, 
And tlnis, on oath, did say, 

“ We find lie got his grtiely ’cause 
He couldn’t have his wag T* 
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AN IRISHMAN 

Is a Man with two Ideas — no better than one ; to wii, a right 
one and a wrong one, between which, like two Stools, his Wit 
comes constantly to the Ground. Thus it is as natural for Him 
to blunder as to breathe ; his Sign is Taurus j for he is con- 
stantly uttering dilemmas with horns to them. Verily the ex- 
pertest Matador of Seville would be sorely tasked to encounter 
all the Bulls which come out of his Mouth. 

Hence is he a Catholic by nationality ; for the Pope makes 
Bulls likewise; and is therefore a mere Irishman, bom at 
Borne. For the rest of his Religion, he confesses to at least 
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nine of the Seven Mortal Sins; and above all, Sabbath-Break- 
ing, by which he understands eating Flesh of a Friday. 

In his Politics he is commonly a Partisan ; his main Aversion 
being a Trimmer, or, as he describeth him, a Man who sits on 
both Sides of the House at once. He holds the Emerald Isle 
to be the brightest Euby in the British CroW^i ; and recom- 
mends England and Ireland to unite in repealing the Union. 
He hath a Scheme for reducing Tithes from a Tenth to a Fifth ; 
and another for furthering the Education of the Poor, by means 
of Sunday Schools twice a Week. 
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In Hospitality he is Prince-like, for he giveth all he hath, 
though it be but a Potato. « It is not much,” he saith, " but 

you are as welcome as the flowers in May, if it was twice as 
Kttle.” 
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In Amicality, he will stick to his friend so long as he hath a 
stick to do it withal ; for he is not so much a Member of a 
Club, as a Club is a Member of him 5 to wit, his Shillelagh, 
which, as it cannot write written Hand, makes always its Mark. 
— ^To see him in his Glory, as the Fidus Achates of all Man- 
kind, you inuJt behold him at the Fair of Honnybrook, where 
the Heads look up at the Cudgels, like a Scottish Man at an 
auld Acquaintance, when he says unto him, “ Come, gie’s yer 
cracks I ** 



BBGISTBATION.— A VOTE TOR COBK. 

Next to Donnybrook, his Delight is a Duel, or Pistol-Duet ; 
wherein he prefers to play First rather than Second ; — but he 
takes it amiss if there be not a Hit, even on his own side. 
Father than fail of a Challenge, he would call out a deaf man to 
a ball in his ear; nay, he hath been known, for want of other 
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satisfaction, to fly to Self-Satisfaction, by blowing out bis own 
proper Brains. Hence, War, which is the Multiplication of a 
Duel, is quite his Element ; only that he is far more fierce in 
multifarious fight, his least Threat to his Enemy being that he 
will Cut off his Head and throw it in his face.” 

In Love, his Flame is like unto a Kitchen Fire, which re- 
quireth a wide Eange ; for he is a Sexagenarian, or in Love with 
some sixty of the Sex at once. Yet, for all this Special Licence, 
he doth not incline to many ; for it is better,” ho saith, “ to 
be a-walking with a darling Jewel of a Girl, by the sweet light 
of the Young May Moon, in the beautiful Groves of Blarney, 
than to be the Man in the Honey-Moon, looking about for Him- 
self with a Lantern.” 

Sometimes, however, he will hunt a Fortune,* by way of 
Chance, but he is apt to outrun it as well as his own ; where- 
upon he betakes himself to Potheen, which consoles him for his 
Single Blessedness, by making it seem double. To conclude, he 
ends, as he had lived, with Spirit ; for, taking a Drop of the 
Creature, he dies like a Creature of the Drop ; to wit, in a 
Rope ; for why ! as he saith, — “ It is better to hang than 
to be dependent.” 


DOMESTIC POEMS. 

“It’s hame, hame, hame.” — A. CukninohaM; 

“ There’s no place like home.”— Clari. 

It has often been remarked — and never more likely than after 
hearing “John Anderson, my Jo,” sung by Broadhurst, at a 
public dinner — that there is a species of Poetry, indigenous to 
Scotland, which might emphatically be called Domestic. The 
Land of Cakes, is, indeed, peculiarly rich in songs and ballads 

of household interest, which, like their stock Tragedy of Douglas, 
VOL. III. 9 
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may be said to be Home-made. The Caledonian Muse does not 
merely take a walk round the premises, speculating on the do- 
mestic comforts, or discomforts, the household affections, or dis- 
affections, within; but she is invited and goes heuy far ben; 
makes herself quita at home; and is “treated as one of the 
family.’' She sits down, like a gossip as she is, at the ingle 
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side ; takes a peep into the muckle pat ; pries into the cradle ; 
and does not ^hesitate to spier into the dubious parentage of 
** young wee Donald.” She gauges the meal-tub ; and informs 
herself of the stock of siller in hand. There are no secrets with 
her. The glide wife and gude man unfold to her their most 
private affairs. They describe to her how they sleep, with a pint 
stoiip at their bed feet ; and confide to her all thidr particular grati- 
fy titions and grievances. Johnny complains of a weary pound of 
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tow, — that his wife does not drink hooly and fairly, — and hints 
that he should not be sorry to see the termagant dished up in 
her winding-sheet: — Jeanie tells of his extravagance in not 
wanting to take his old cloak about him ; and asks counsel on 
the state of his gray breeks. The Daughter, if she be at home, 
gets the Muse in a corner, lets her into the names and numbei 
of her lovers; describes the modes and freedoms of theii 
wooings; and repeats all their love-nonsense verbatim. In 
short, a Familiar of the Inquisition could not be more familiar 
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with aU the recesses of their private life : only what the Muse 
knows she publishes ; and, in the shape of ballads and songs, 
spreads her home news, scandal and all, throughout the parishes. 
The English, on the contrary, have few Poems of this nature. 

The Muse does not sing like ’a cricket from our hearths ; and 
9-2 
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with an abundance of home-made wines, we have scarcely a 
home-made song. This is a gap in our literature, a vacant shelf 
in our Family Library, that ought to be filled up. I cannot 
suppose that we are 
nationally deficient in 
the fireside feelings 
and homely affections 
which inspire a do- 
mestic ditty; — but 
take it for granted 
that the vein exists, 
though it has not been 
worked. In the hope of drawing the attention of our Bards to 
the subject, I venture to offer a few specimens of Domestic 
Poems, “ such as ** — ^to use the words of Doctor Watts — “ ^ 
wish some happy and condescending Genius would undertake 
and perform much better.” 



I. 

HYMENEAL EETEOSPECTIONS. 

0 Kate I ray dear Partner, through joy and through strife 
When I look back at Hymen’s dear day, 

Not a lovelier bride ever chang’d to a wife. 

Though you’re now so old, wizen’d, and gray I 

Those eyes, then, were stars, shining rulers of fate ! 

But as liquid as stars in a pool ; 

Though now they’re so dim, they appear, my dear Kate, 
Just like gooseberries boil’d for a fool ! 

That brow was Kke marble, so smooth and so fair; 

Though it’s, wrinkled* so crookedly now. 

As if Time, when those furrows were made by the share. 
Had been tipsy whilst driving his plough ! 
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Your nose, it was such as tbe sculptors all chose, 
When a Venus demanded their skill ; 

Though now it can hardly be reckon'd a nose, 

But a sort of Poll-Parroty bill ! 

Your mouth, it was then quite a bait for the bees. 
Such a nectar there hung on each lip ; 

Though now it has taken that lemon-like squeeze. 
Not a blue-bottle comes for a sip ! 
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Your chin, it was one of Love's favourite haunts 
From its dimple he could not get loose ; 
Though now the neat hand of a barber it wants, 
Or a singe, like the breast of a goose ! 
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How rich were those locks, so abundant and full, 

With their ringlets of auburn so deep I 

Though now they look only like frizzles of wool, 

By a bramble tom off from a sheep I 

That neck, not a swan could excel it in grace. 

While in whiteness it vied with your arms ; 

Though now a grave ^kerchief you properly place, 

To conceal the scrag-end of your charms 1 

Your figure was tall, then, and perfectly straight. 
Though it now has two twists from upright — 

But bless you I still bless you I my Partner 1 my Kate I 
Though you be such a perfect old fright 1 


II. 

The sun was slumbering in the West, 
My daily labours past ; 

On Anna’s soft and gentle breast 
My head reclined at last ; — 

The darkness clos’d around so dear 
To fond congenial souls, 

And thus she murmur’d at my ear, 

** My love, we’re out of coals ! ” — 

“ That Mister Bond has call’d again, 
Insisting on his rent ; 

And aU the Todds are coming up 
To see us out of Kent ; — 

I quite forgot to tell you John 
Has had a tipsy fall ; — 

I’m sure there’s something going on 
With that vile Mary Hall ! ” 
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“ Miss Bell has bought the sweetest silk, 
And I have bought the rest — 

Of course, if we go out of town, 

Southend will be the best, — 

I really think the Jones*8 house 
Would be the thing for us ; — 

I think I told you, Mrs. Pope 
Had parted with her rm ** 

“ Cook, by the way, came up to-day 
To bid me suit myself — 

And what d*ye think P the rats have gnawed 
The victuals on the shelf. — 

A.nd Lord ! there’s such a letter come. 
Inviting you to fight I 
Of course you don’t intend to go — 

God bless you, dear, good-night I ” 
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HI. 

A PARENTAL ODE TO MY SON, AGED THREE YEARS AND 
FIVE MONTHS/ 

Thou happy, happy elf! 

(But stop, — first let me kiss away that tear)— 

Thou tiny image of myself I 
(My love, he*s poking peas into his ear I) 

Thou merry, laughing sprite I 
With spirits feather-light, 

Untouch*d by sorrow, and unsoiPd by sin — 

(Good heavn’s I the child is swallowing a pin I) 
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Thou little tricksy Puck 1 
With antic toys so funnily bestuck, 

Light as the singing bird that wings the air— 

(The door ! the door I he’ll tumble down the stair!) 
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Thou darling of thy sire I 
(Why, Jane 1 he’ll set his pinafore a-lire !) 

Thou imp of mirth and joy 1 
In Love’s dear chain so strong and bright a link, 

Thou idol of thy parents — (Drat the boy I 
There goes my ink !) 

Thou cherub — but of earth ; 

Pit playfellow for Fays, by moonlight pale. 

In harmless sport and mirth, 

(That dog will bite him if he pulls its tail !) 

Thou human humming-bee, extracting honey 
From ev’ry blossom in the world that blows, 

Singing in Youth’s Elysium ever sunny, 

(Another tumble I — that’s his precious nose !) 

Thy father’s pride and hope ! 

(He’ll break the mirror with that skipping-rope ! ) 
With pure heart newly stamp’d from Nature’s mini — 
(Where did he learn that sauint ?) 

Thou young domestic dove I 
(He’ll have that jug off, with another shove !) 

Dear nurseling of the hymeneal nest ! 

(Are those torn clothes his best ?) 

Ciittle epitome of man I 
(He’ll climb upon the table, that’s his plan 1) 

Touched with the beauteous tints of dawning life— 
(He’s got a knife !) 

Thou enviable being I 

No storms, no clouds, in thy blue sky foreseeing, 

Play on, -play on. 

My elfin John I 
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Toss the light ball — ^bestride the stick — 

(I knew so many cakes would make him sick !) 
With fancies, buoyant as the thistle-down, 
Prompting the face grotesque, and antic brisk. 
With many a lamb-like frisk, 

(He’s got the scissors, snipping at your gownij 

Thou pretty opening rose ! 
i^Go to your mother, child, and wipe your nose 1) 
Balmy and breathing music like the South, 

(He really brings my heart into my mouth !) 
Presh as the morn, and brilliant as its star, — 

.(I wish that window had an iron bar I) 

Bold as the hawk, yet gentle as the dove* - 
(I tell you what, my love, 

I cannot write unless he’s sent above 1) 
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IV. 


A SERENADE. 

Lullaby, oh, lullaby I ” 

Thus I heard a father cry, 

“ Lullaby, oh, lullaby ! 

The brat will never sliut an eye ; 
Hither come, some power divine ! 
Close his lids or open mine ! ” 
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“ Lullaby, oh, lullaby 1 
What the devil makes him cry ? 

Lullaby, oh, lullaby ! 

Still he stares — I wonder why P 
Why are not the sons of earth 
Blind, like puppies, from the birth ? ** 
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“ Lullaby, oh, lullaby ! ” 

Thus I heard the father cry ; 

“ Lullaby, oh, lullaby ! 

Mary, you must come and try ! — 
Hush, oh, hush, for mercy’s sake — 

The more I sing, the more you wake I ** 
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“ Luflaby, oh, lullaby ! 
Fie, you little creature, fie 
Lullaby, oh, lullaby ! 

Is no poppy-syrup nigh ? 
Give him some, or give him all, 
1 am nodding to his fall I 
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Lullaby, oh, lullaby ! 

Two such nights, and I shall die! 

Lullaby, oh, lullaby ! 

He’ll be bruised, and so shall I, — 
How can I from bedposts keep, 
When I’m walking in my sleep P ” 
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“ Lullaby, oh, lullaby ! 

Sleep his very looks deny — 

Lullaby, oh, lullaby I 
Nature soon will stupify — 

My nerves relax, — my eyes grow dim — 
Who’s that fallen — me or him ? ” 



ITB-Oir A. TBAOBST. 

THE COREESPONDING CLUB. 


More Troubles at Stoke Pogis — Treasonable Letters 
— Nocturnal Assemblages—and Conspiracy against 
AN Illustrious Personage. 

The friends of social order will be grieved to learn that Peace 
cannot keep herself on the peace establishment ; but that fresh 
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disturbances have broken out in what may now be called the 
plague-spot of Her Majesty’s dominions. The particulars have 
not transpired ; but it is too certain that the chief magistrate of 
Stoke Pogis arrived last night by express, in his slippers, and 
without his hat. Fears are entertained by some persons for the 
safety of the capital j and the Lumber Troop has oftered to 
march against the insurgents to Knightsbridge and back. The 
Common Council has been summoned; and the boys at the 
Military Asylum have received orders to hold themselves in 
readiness. The barometer has fallen to 19.58. 

From mi Official Organ, 

Despatches supposed to be of utmost importance have been 
received in Downing Street ; but in a cipher which as yet it has 
been impossible to decipher. Only two words have been made 
out, and they are at the very end of the document, viz. ** Excuse 
haste.** 

From the “ True News,^' 

We have it from the best possible autliority, that a discovery 
of an important nature has been made in a certain part of the 
kingdom, which some years back acquired for itself an unenvi- 
able notoriety. Under tlie peculiar circumstances, it would be 
.mproper to be more explicit ; but’ our readers may rely on the 
accuracy as well as earliness of this intelligence. 

From “ The Seer,^' 

Our unequivocal opinion has been often expressed, that the 
political weather would never remain eternally at Set Fair, but 
would retrograde sooner or later to Changeable, if not to 
Stormy, with the usual latitude as to locality ; and our pre- 
diction is fulfilled to the letter. Without referring to Belgium, 
01 France, or Russia, or Canada, or Mexico, or Jericho, wo may 
triumphantly point nearer home, in proof that we have not 
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wasted our wind.** There is a breeze at Stoke Pogis 5 and we 
only wait for the details to continue our prophecies. It will be 
remembered, that of all our contemporaries this journal was the 
only one that announced a great fall in potatoes simultaneously 
with a shower of Murphy* 8 . 

Extract from a Private Letter, 

Their is sad wurk hear. The Inflamatory have been gitting 
the Steem up for sum time past, and the report says the hole 
Biling is explodid amung the Stokers. It is said no too mem- 
bers of the Corporation hang togitlier, and the lied is blowd all 
the way up to Loiinou. 

From a Correspondent, 

At a time * when the news from Stoke Pogis is adapted to 
every voice, but with so many variations, every authentic note 
must be acceptable ; and the following letter was kindly placed 
at our service by a gentleman who has a friend who has an ac- 
quaintance who has a relative in the disturbed district ; — 

My Deau Ciiaules, 

It is with a throbbing pen and a reluctant heart, that I 
sit down to inform you of the probable rccurnmce of those 
afflicting scenes which took place in the year *31. Our Village, 
though strictly a minor, appears to be getting up a tragedy 
more tit for the theatre of war than our very limited stage ; but 
it is the unhappy effect of popular commotions to inflate the 
'ocalities w^here they take place into a pernicious self importance; 
and Stoke Pogis having once attracted the eyes of all Europe, 
seems unwilling to return to its primitive obscurity. If you 
have ever visited any remote insignificant country hamlet, only 
remarkable for a Shocking Murder, but where the rustics are 
more conceited, the children more familiar, the young women 
more forward, and the ale dearer than common, you will know 
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what I mean. However, I did hope that the reign of law and 
subordination and property was set in sufficiently to last my 
time ; but alas ! it is ordered otherwise, and as Pope or some- 
body says, ** Chaos is come again.** It is, perhaps, too late when 
we are in the very vortex of an ^rthquake, to enquire by what 



“Wl SHALL HAVK A. HALL OF BOMB KIND.*’ 


false step we have arrived at such a precipice ; but I cannot 
help thinking that the strong arm of the law, if called in earlier, 
might have crushed the embers under its foot. The exact ex- 
tent of the danger is not known; but it is pretty certain that 
some Hampden, or Thistlewood, or Cromwell, or Coriolanus, or 
some such character, has sprung up ; and unless nipped in the 
focus, may explode into ramifications that no conciliation will 
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eradicate. In the mean time, fear magnifies everything ; and, 
like Carpenter’s celebrated Solar Microscope, produces the most 
terrific Bugbears out of next to noth- 
ing, till you almost expect that mite 
will overcome right. As a sample of 
these provincial rumours, it is currently ^ 
believed here that we are threatened 
with a descent by a Russian Armada, 
which has already seized upon our 
whalers, with all their oil and blubber, 
to serve as tenders in carrying provisions for their fleet. Time 
will show, and in the meanwhile 

I remain, dear Charles, &c. 

H. J. V. 

P.S. — I send you a copy of the “ Pogian Argus.” It is a 
week old, but will serve to show the incipient turbulence that 
smoothed the way to the present crisis. 

From the “ Pogian Argus P 

Although no alarmists, we cannot help calling the attention of 
our local authorities to the threatening posture and decidedly 
serious aspect of a certain party in this place. We flattered our- 
selves that the cordon sanitaire of sound and loyal principles wo 
had drawn round the neighbourhood would protect it effectually 
from contagion ; and that Stoke Pogis, so mucli smaller than 
Binninghnrn, and so much quieter Ih.iii Shcnicld, would be 
secure from political disturbance. We have been deceived. On 
Saturday night last, what is called a “ Demonstration ” took 
place at the Pig and Puncheon, the notorious Timothy Gubbins, 
of Guy Pox celebrity, in the chair. The taproom was crowded 
to excess ; and many speeches were delivered, the sentiments 
of which, and a great deal of the language, were anything but 

English. After some preliminaries had been gone through, 
VOL. in. 10 
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The Chaii’man said, he hoped every gentleman would mahe 
himself comfortable. They was met there for the good of the 
nation, including the good of the house: and he hoped, in 
calling for reform, every gentleman would call for what he liked 
best. Nobody was tied to nothing, either in spouting or drink- 
ing. He trusted as ho^there would be an unpartial hearing, and 
that no gentleman’s mouth would be stopped, so long as he 
drank his own beer. 



i. BADIOAL DBUOV-STRAIIOir. 


Reuben Taylor said he riz early to recommend an early rising. 
The people had laid down long enough. There was no sort of 
use in getting up petitions — ^they ought to get up themselves: 
If they loved the country they would rise betimes. It was a 
great point to be wide awake and up to everything. He 
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would repeat to them a line from the immortal and patriotic 
Burns : — 

“ Now’s the time, and now’s the hour,” 

namely, four o’clock in summer, and six in winter 

Philip Grumpage was for all sorts of equality. All men was 
bdrn little at first, and no human being^had a right to be more 
shorter or taller, or fatter, or thinner, or richer, or poorer, or 
wiser, or unwiser then another. In New Harmony there was 
no first fiddles. 



OOMIS* TO THK POIMT. 


Jacob Parish stood up for the poor. Short Commons and 
Universal SufFerage was the birthright of the poorest pauper on 
earth. He recommended their all signing the Beggar’s Petition, 
and getting it presented to the House of Lords. 

Didimus Tibbs was for any strong proceeding that had no 
spirit in it. They were more tyrannised over by Gin, Brandy 
and Rum, than by King, Lords, and Commons. Some said 
measures not men, but he said vice varsy. All measures was 
bad, from a gill to a gallon. Our public-houses wanted reform- 
ing. There was no fair representation; for whatever other 
pumps there might be, there was no member for A Id gate. He 

differed with Mr. Hume. The total of the whole ouglit to be 

10-^2 
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tea — it agreed with the chest. If they were resolved on a strike, 
he should vote as an amendment Tea and Turn-out. 

Peter Plumridge went along with the speaker as went afore. 
The best way to get at the Exchequer was through the excise- 
office. Let them leave off everything as was taxed, direct or in- 
direct. A. man might have consequentially to go unshod, un- 
kiver’d, unwashed, unhoused, unfed, untaught, undrest, un- 
watered, unlighted, un watch’d, unattended, unphysicked, un- 
buried, and untestate, but it would be for the public good. 
Self-denial was a virtue. He had practised it a little himself, 
and had left off soap. 

Ebenezer Snuggles was all for ’tineranting. He had ’tineranted 
aU over the country, and it did him good. The last place he 
preached at was Smithheld, and he always had a flock. He did 
not like the present ministry, and was always preaching at them 
to resign. It was a powerful instrument. He had preached to 
a Cripplegit widow till she was as resigned as a lamb. 

The Reverend Stephen Leech said he didn’t mind a sight of 
blood. It always came eagerly, as if it enjoyed being let out. 
He had been accused of liking brute force. So did Barclay and 
Perkins, for it drew all their drays. Nothing could be moved 
or carried without physical power — not even a parcel. As for 
arms the working classes could not work without 'em. Petition- 
ing was a farce. He wanted to bring down the quartern loaf ; 
and, as every sportsman knew, the way to bring down anything 
was to shoot at it. Give a man a gun ; and if he aimed straight, 
the game was in his own hands. He advised every poor man to 
save up three pounds thirteen shillings and sixpence, and take 
out his certificate. One word about dragooning. There was 
one thing a man on horseback was very shy of, and that was a 
pike. He recommended all his heai’ers to keep a pike. A good 
stick was better than nothing in some cases ; and if it came to a 
battle he meant to cut his stick himself. 
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Timothy Boltbee prescribed all existing evils to unpcrfect edica- 
tion. He had gone among the lower classes on purpose to learn 
their ignorance, and they positively knowed nothing. He was 
for universal schools every wheres on the cheap, principle, namely, 
the ignorant teaching one another. For his own part, he owed 
all his prominent figure to being a schollard. 



THB TRUCK BYSTE». 


An individual, who addressed the meeting with his hat on, 
deprecated any violence. Things might be done quietly. He 
belonged to a Friendly Society, which had great objects in view. 

They had already the command of the Corn Market ; and if 
they could only get hold of the Money Market, and the Cattle 
Market, the Coal Market, and the rest of the Markets, they 
might dictate their own terms to Ministers or any one else. He 
did not object to a little bodily agitation, and advised Quakers* 
Meetings to be called in every part of the country. 

Tobias Hurlin objected to the New Police. He had never 
been in favour with them from the beginning. He was con- 
vinced that raw lobsters did not agree with the Constitution. 

William Polterton wanted to associate. He did not care 
what with. He was for the immediate formation of a Political 
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Burial Society. If they liked they could have a Precursor 
Society afterwards. 

A Mrs. Prisby here presented herself (there were several 
females present) ’and expressed herself veiy strongly. She 
concurred in all that had been said, and a great deal 
more. Some people thought females had no right to their 
rights. Women knew wliere shoes pinched as well as men, 
and could be quite as oratorical. She was always press- 
ing on her daughters to form Unions. There was nothing 



SPIBZT AXD WAIBB. 

like agitation. A good deal might be done at home. She 
had agitated her own husband that very morning, and if every 
wife did the same they would soon obtain their ends. She 
argufied with him day and night, and was glad to say she 
had made him an apostate at last, He diduH like to show him* 
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self up at a public meeting, having an impediment ; but he was 
putting himself into a pamphlet. She liked cheap prints. Min- 
istries would never have been so badly advised if they had con- 
sulted the soft sex. Women could fight too like lions and tigers, 
when their spemts were put up. There was Mary Ann Talbot 
that fit with the French. She wished all the Niggers at Old 
Nick. The humane and pious had been so diverted with African 
floggings and cruelties they forgot the Eriglish,ones. She liked 
white Natives better than black ones. Then there was the Corn 
Bill. She had never been in a scrimmage, but she thought she 
could let fly a blunderbusk. Justice wasn’t justice any where. 
What had we done for the Irish, except taking all their pigs and 
butter from them? Why wasn’t there a Poor Law for the 
rich ? She hated taxgathers, and was always glad when one 
was a defaulter. 

The Chairman begged pardon for interrupting, but mayhap 
the lady was dry ? 

Mrs. Frisby said she had tca’d. Thank God, her lungs were 
very good. She had tried with her own family, and she could 
lecter three houi’s on a stretch. There was still the Bastiles 
and the Tithes, and the Pensioning List, and the Factory 
Children, and Army Flogging, and ’Resting for Debt, and Law 
Reform, and Corporation Reform, and Church Reform, and 
Parliament Reform, and Police Reform, and all sorts of reforms 
to be gone through. She would talk till her tongue reached to 
Windsor Castle. 

(Left sjpeaJcing when our Rejoorter came away,) 

(Further Particulars.) 

The intelligence last received from Stoke Pogis is of a most 
distressing nature. The Grand Civic Banquet, which was to 
have taken place this day, has been postponed dne die, on 
account of the disturbed state of the place. The Aldermen are 
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distracted, and hardly know how to act. They have just called 
in Dr. Corby, who, from his extensive practice, is supposed to 
be well acquainted with the state of the public pulse. He says 
the lower orders want lowering, and recommends a prompt ex- 
hibition of physical force, and the Eiot Act to be read every 
three hours. In the meantime, Bundy, our new Head Con- 
stable, is very active on his own responsibility, and has arrested 
two suspicious ballad-singers for chaunting the Canadian Boat- 
song with an Irish pronunciation of brothers, row'' 

Alas ! we have row enough ! 

10 o'clock. 

The ferment increases. Mr. Higginbottom, who was never 
popular, has just been mobbed to his own door. There is an 
awful crowd round the Post Office, and another at the door of 
the Town Hall, endeavouring to read a hand-bill, which, in the 
agitation of the moment, has been pasted upside down, With 
some difficulty we have obtained a copy. 

** Conspiracy. iS50 Reward. 

“Whereas a certain treasonable letter or letters have been 
instilled into the box of the Post Office of this place which is 
filled with seditious practises the above Reward is hereby offered 
on conviction for the Writer or Writers thereof. 

“John Osler, Clerk. Boulter, Mayor.” 

' 12 o'clock. 

It is ascertained beyond doubt, that the recent Demonstration 
at the Pig and Puncheon has led to the oi^ganisation of a secret 
association similar to the famous “ Corresponding Society,” in 
the time of the earlier French Revolution. Several treasonable 
letters have been intercepted. Warrants are out against the 
whole of the parties implicated in the above meeting, but hither- 
to nobody is apprehended, except Mrs. Frisby, who is committed 
to the new Cage. 
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(Private Letter.) 

Deeb Mrs. Humphris, 

I am going to brake bad news. Wen I rit formally that 
our erupshuns was all over, I was no better than a spurns Profit 
in the Pockrifer. Stock Poggis is in a relaps ! I did hop 
having the revolushin once wood seacure us to eternity, but 
alass, it may be had twice as well as the Small Pock. I regret 
to add a more milignint sort than afore. Praps if it had been 
took in tim — but its no yuse antissipatting wat is past and 
gon. Here we are agin in civil convulshuiis, with all sorts 
of revolting, risings up of the verry dregs of the populus 1 But 
oh ! Mrs. Humphris, wat could be lucked for but sich reversals 
wen the hole Wurld is gone topsy turvy, and femails of our own 
Sects, for I won^t call them Wimmin, go making themselves 
promminent at Pig and Punchings I Wat do you think of Mrs. 
Frisby sitting up for Demy Gog, and mixing promiscusly in a 
Tap-rum, and spowting out her iriflameable seiitimints like a 
fiery Draggon on the top of a table ? I only wish I was a 
Mare for her sack and she should Duck in a horspond. How- 
sumever, I have had the comfit to see her collapsed between two 
pelises, and pully-hald thro’ the publick streets with a hole tote 
of tag-ragging and bob-tale to her desserts, namely, the New 
Cage wear she is instelling her pisonus Docterings thro’ the 
Bars to a complete rotundity of littel Boys. Thank Gudness 
Mr. J. is not obligated to partake in the crisus, but is handy to 
purtect me from any personable danger. As sich I am quite 
coUectid in the parler without locking in, and my riting is more 
composd. Their is nothing in tribbleation and travel like having 
a Mail within screach. 

As yusual our leader as ort to be as took frite and run away 
down every rode except the propper. No won can be mor 
official and pumpusly fussy when their is nothin to do j but the 
moment the minit cums for acting, hes off with the Stage. To 
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be shure he is allmost a second child for gray hares ; but as 
Mr, J. says, wen activity is most requird mere experence is my 
Granmuther. Sumthing precoshus ort to have bean dun more 
prematurely. Wen it was too late a well-afectid meeting was 
called, but it did not anser. All the wust sentimints had the 
best spekers on their side, till at long and last Dr. Corby lost 
patients and pitcht the grate Hink Stand at one of the factishus 
party, but mist his ame and blackt the pore Beadle all over. 



QETTIKG A HOtS HOLIDAY. 


Unluckly we have lost a rite harm in pore Wagstaff the Hi 
Constabil, who desist sudenly as he all ways aprehended, and I 
trust was taken up. But the suekseeding won cioes his best, 
and is warranting every suspishus character he can find. As for 
Mr. Tuder, he is more balder and short-sited and deffer than 
ever, besides a paradoxical stroak, but he does all the good he 
can with his circumbendibus. I ort to have rit circumstancis, 
but the holly below in the street quite transmigrates ones idears. 
That dredful Wigsby had imperial orders to confine all his 
Schollards in the Free School under lock and key, but he was 
all ways on the libberty taking side, and giv them a hole holly day 
insted ; and wenever Mrs. Prisby’s vocative pours cums to a 
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stand, the paws is filled with a hooray from the most cheering 
wretches in the place. A fine dangerus noys for a gentilman to 
cum riding by on an incumpattable horse. 

I expect every minuit to hear poppin and explodding, and sit 
tremblin in my skin for fear of a discharge. Fir-arms is my 



00 WHIBE GtOKY WAITS TBEi: I 


horrer ! I reely think any spontanus combusting wood kill me 
out rite ! But lord help us if it cums to shutting up and down 
the streets like Paris or Brussles 1 In sich a case Mr. J . says, 
all you can do is to make yureself bumb-proof and trust 
the rest to Providins. Thank heven he volunteard out of the 
army just wen it was wantid, and need not be exposd. But I 
do think it was precipitus to dissolve the Tomaiiry in spit of all 
the cavilry on the subject. Nothing can be more unparshal 
then horsis in dispcrsin a mob, and as for the riders I will say 
they never seamd to no witch side they wear on or off. The 
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wust of our sitiation is we have not the most distant prospect 
of wat is threttening. Sum say we ar to be powder plotted over 
agin by Gy Fox, and others say we are to be infernally shot at 
like the French King by Alibi. The Town Crier is as tottley 
hignorant as anny boddy, and Mr. Barber is equaly unintelligent. 
Even our forin comunicashuns seems to be circumventid. The 
Carryer ort to have cum in too hours ago. 

Def Gorge has jist returnd from his errants and Grashus 
Pours I wat a wicked self-committing story he tells, Mr. Skultz 
the Germin Frentch bred backer has been rashly diskivered sus- 
pended in his own bakus I The very last man alive too as won 
wood suspeet of sich an extravagans for he was as sobber and 
steddy and ploddy and drugging as any mil horse in his bisness 
and had maid out all his customery bills and postid his legger 
up to the fattle act. And then to dress himself in all his best 
close as if %r a Wedding or Chrisning with sich a last dying 
speach as follow in his pockit, “ Forety year I have side for 
libbertis rising and he is cum at last — The wurld is now 
wurth livin in and I quit him, with plesure.” Oh Mrs. 
Humphris! to leave the Wurld behind markt with sich a 
roddimantade ! But Ingland is not wat it was. Volluntary 
departers are as common as the mizzles. To my mind its 
all owin to the long piece that interduces forin fashuns 
even in sewy side. I allude to charecolling. Theirs Miss 
Creasy the dress maker after having the fashuns reglarly from 
Parris for some months was indust in a luv tif to shut her self 
up solus with the prevaling mode, but luckly the charcole went 
out fust. To giv her dew she is very pennytenshus for trying 
to put a wrong end to herself but dreadful lo in sperrits as she 
cant be reckonsild to make a shew of herself as is expectid with 
other rekivered peple at the Rial Human Anyversenary by 
marchin processhunally round the table a carrying her pan. 
Praps she is rite. I have objexshuns meself to defunked objex 
wauking after their deths. 
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News at last I Mrs. Pips tbe post Masters Wif has jist faverd 
me with a caul. She is verry misterous, and difficult to be got 
out of as our pump till its fetcht. Theres an awful plot and 
privycumspiracy been laid and all but hatcht at our verry dores : 
but she declines menshunning the particularities. She found it 
all out she says most provedently by means of a letter that cum 
unseald of its own accord. Howsumever on other matters she 
opend herself without reserve and wat an exposhure it is. Oh 
Mrs. Humphris ! the hole place will be discomfitted for ever. 
It seems Mr. Higginbottora considderd it his public dewty to 
inspect into all the privit letters at the office witch to be sure 
might be interrupted into a motive of curosity and has led to a 
deal of warm argy bargy pro and con on both sides. For my 
own parts I cannot say confidenshally I should prefer to have 
my own hed and hart laid open to the public eye. However 
pore sole If he was blammable he has been maid an instrument 
of punishment by 
falling on his own 
head. Mrs. Fips 
says he had bearly 
red abuv a dozzin 
singles and doubles 
wen behold all at 
once he maid a 
rush out of her 
shop taring and 
swaring like a Bed- 
lam and was mobbed 
and bullick hunted 
home by the blag- 
gards and boys. 

Wat past inside the billutq thik coone. 

lu)U8e has not cum round yet but of corse it will thro the ser- 
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vants and when the quarril transpires she will let me no. But 
that is only a begining of a chapter. Only think if all the 
domesticle secrises of a place was to be learnd from its postesses ! 
Wat divorcis and dewils there will be. She wont name names 
but Mrs. Pips says more than one feihail karacter has calld ex- 
press alreddy to inquier if it had been looked into. But sich 
is a revilushun ! Even without blud shed it cuts off members 
from one annother and throws half the beds of fammilis into 
biling water ! As Mrs. Eips says sich evils make one allmost 



1 DBIAOHUBM OF IBBAITTKY. 

dubbius whether scooling is more a blessin or a cus to the lour 
orders Lord nose. Praps without going so fir as setting a for- 
biddin face agin all laming it wood be prudential to confine that 
spear of life to wurds of one sillabus and then they could not 
meddle with pollytix or infiddlety, or scadition and sich like 
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hanystocraticle sluddis abuv their ranks. For sartin a deal of 
mischef cums of pen and inkin. Their is pore Mary Griggs 
whose liusbund has been set agin her by an anonimus litter. 
Its expected they will part and wat on erth can becum of them 
if him an her and all the five or six pore childering is to be 
two for the futer? What can cum but rack and manger — I 
should say rack and ruing — ^Drat that Mrs. Frisby ! The 
hubbub is wus and wus with something like a clatterinof horsis. 
Grashus Pours I Mr. Blagg the Church Warding says in at the 
winder the Draggoons has been detacht for andisjistgallupinin 
with naked sords. Mercy on us wat hawful groning and 
wimmins skreeks ! I do hop and pray the populus will not stay 
to be overcharged. Oh Mrs. Humphris you must excuse moor 
at present. I am half kild alreddy — and my husbund will 
finish it. 

« « « 

From Mr. J. 

Dear Mas. II., 

It is my unpleasant duty to have to corobborate every 
word my wife has said. The troops is drawn up in the High 
Street, and Marshal Law is expected to act as soon as any 
Justice can be found to go along with him, By favour of Mr. 
Osier, the Town Clerk, i have just had the pleasure of perusing 
one of the most diabolical seditious letters ever wrote. He has 
kindly allowed a copy, which I enclose for your gratification, and 
that of your friends, and remain with my wife’s best sentiments, 
including my own, ^ 

Yours, &c. &c., 

Nathaniel Jones. 

(Copy.) 

Brother Grand, 

This is to inform the Club held its Meeting last nite 
at the old Place, with a full attending. The old Bisness were 
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brought forrard and went the way it oughted to. Sneak Home 
wanted more mifder proceeding. But it was no go. !Radicle 
Jack spoke up like a Trump. He said noboddy was satisfide 
with the Mesures brought in. They had been put of with 
prommises long enow the last Bill was shameful and ought to 
be resisted to the last Drop. If they submitted aney longer 
they was not Men. Every boddy knew what privit resons Sneak 
Home had, but he would gSi verry Few to jine him in stickin 
up for the Crown. Great Chearing at that. The time was 
come for a decisive movement. It would be all verry well if so 
be the Queen’s head were left to itself. But there was another 
Party behind as cared for anything but the good of the Public. 
More chears. As for Old Prime, they had stuck by him too 
long Alredy all he wanted was to defraud them off their rites 
and give us as littel as he could. But the day of Bnckning 
would come and then he would see what he add got by his half 
mesures. More chearing. In the mean wile to act effective 
there must be Munny in hand And a good many out standing 
Subscripsions was earnestly invited to Walk in. Famous chear- 
ing. Twenty-four new Members was voted in and took the 
Oths — and several Officers chose and appointed to Duties. 

F. Vice. 
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From the Pogian Argue, (By Express,) 

An atrocious document, of which the following is a copy, has 
just been intercepted. We offer no comment — it speaks for 
itself. Some of the words, it will be perceived, are illegible in 
the original. 

(Copy.) 

Dear Dick, 

About nite Wurk we was on Sundy nite — and got on 
midling well But should hav dun better with Guns apeace. 
That must be * * * * sum hows. Club met last Nite and it 
was Movd and Carrid to ***** off the Queens hed. 

Dauky. 

P.S. Yure Plan is a good move But yew must make shure of 
the Gard. 

From the “ Exclusive,^' 

A Gentleman just arrived from the Neighbourhood of Stoke 
Pogis, where he collected everything he could hear from any 
body he met. The reports were very serious indeed. An in- 
fatuated mob with a banner inscribed Bred for Ever ” had 
burned every baker’s shop in the place, and was proceeding 
avowedly to set fire to Mrs. Griggs’s water mill and throw all 
the flour into the dam. Another band also bearing a flag with 
the motto ** Vurk and Vages ” had destroyed Mr. Grubbin’s 
extensive manufactory, and great fears were entertained for Mr. 
Trotter’s. The Dragoons had been ordered to charge in the 
High Street, and had gone over to the other side. Mr. Higgin- 
bottom was killed by a brick-bat, and Mr. Wigsby had elected 
himself Dictator. The Church of St. Magnum Bonus alone was 
left standing. All the other public buildings were burned 
down, and the once elegant Town Hall, containing the invalu- 
able portraits of the successive Mayors, sii^ce 1450, was a heap 
of ruins. 
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(Private Letter.) 

My dear Charles, 

I resume my pen to give you the consoling and yet 
displeasing intelligence that our Riots are at an end. To speak 
more correctly they have never begun — ^however the dragoons 
are at this moment trotting out of the town, and my opposite 
neighbour Mrs. Faddy and her daughters are alighting from the 
carriage-and-four in which they have been sitting all the morn- 
ing, to fly from the Revolution when it came. The mobs have 
dispersed — the prisoners are released and the streets are quiet, 
with the exception that one of the liberated, a Mrs. Frisby, is 
complaining somewhat loudly of the violated liberties of a 
subject during her walk home. If you ask me how this blessed 
calm was effected, what hand poured the oil, or what Xerxes 
chastised ther efractory wave, truth compels me to say we are 
not indebted to magisterial firmness and sagacity, or con- 
stabulary activity, or even the presence of the military, for 
this desirable result. Peace has not been restored like Louis 
the XVIII. by any foreign interference, — She has literally 
restored herself. The writers of what have been denom- 
inated the diabolical, seditious, and highly treasonable letters, 
have been discovered, or rather they have discovered them- 
selves, and Returns out that, like other pseurb Tragedies, 
our provincial Drama of Domestic Interest has failed only for want 
of a plot. I feel almost ashamed to expose to you the flimsy 
materials of which the truly imposing fabric was constructed, 
that has just tumbled about the ears of its architects. But the 
explanation which has been given is too clear and consistent to 
be questioned. The formidable “ Corresponding Club ** is 
simply what is vulgarly called a Free and Easy, and the dis- 
contents of its members are confined to the badness of the beer 
the shortness of the measures, the dearness of the cjiarges, and 
oartain irksome regulations of the landlord’s at the public-house 
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they frequent. Being what is termed a brewer’s house, the in- 
fluence in the background, which one of the letters alludes to, 
will be easily under- ^ j|fr.n,>^^HEl_CHEQlLE RS, 
stood. The master, 
one Prime, is to my 
own knowledge no( 
over courteous to his 
customers, nor particu- 
larly honest; and under 
such circumstances it ) 
is very natural to come 
to a resolution of 
“ leaving off the 
‘ Queen's Head' " For 
the night work, and 
the armed meetings, 
the game-keepers in 
the neighbourhood 

could probably find a “xhib lips is am. ohbqubbid.’* 

solution, and furnish moreover, a very satisfactory reason for 
forming an acquaintance with the Guard of the Mail. In short, 
to use a classical allusion, our Volcanic Mountain has brought 
forth a most ridiculous mouse ! 

Accustomed to venerate all constituted authorities, I cannot 
reflect without pain and humiliation on the very absurd figures, 
if I may say so, which the Supreme Functionaries of my dear 
and native Village must now present to the rest of the world. 
It is equally distressing and ludicrous to see one of tliem pass 
hy, like Alderman Chowder, just now, with a look which I can 
only compare to that of an individual who has hanged himself 
and been cut down — ashamed of what he had done and ashamed 
of what he had not. To add to the annoyance of the discom- 
fited Corporation, the writers of the letters have claimed the rc- 
11 --^ 
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ward so rashly offered, and which will probably have to be paid 
out of their own pockets — the opposition party declaring loudly 
that the sum shall never be allowed in the municipal accounts. 

I am, 

My dear Charles, &c. dj;c., 

H. J. P. 

P.S, — I enclose a curious document ; a copy of verses which, 
perhaps very naturally under tlio circumstances of the times, our 
Recorder mistook for an incendiary song. 

Come, all conflagrating fellows, 

Let us have a glorious rig : 

Sing old Rose, and burn the bellows I 
Burn me, but I’ll bum my wig ! 

Christmas time is all before us : 

Burn all puddings, north and south. 

Burn the Turkey — Burn the Devil ! 

Burn snap-dragon I burn your mouth I 

Burn the coals ! they’re up at sixty 1 
Burn Burn’s Justice — ^bura Old Coke. 

Burn the chestnuts ! Burn the shovel ! 

Burn a fire, and bum the smoke ! 

Burn burnt almonds. Burn burnt brandy. 

Let all burnings have a turn. 

Burn Chabert, the Salamander, — 

Bum the man that wouldn’t bum ! 

Burn the old year out, don’t ring it; 

Bum the one that must begin. 

Burn Lang Syne; and, whilst you’re burning, 

Burn the burn he paidled in. 
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Burn the boxing ! Burn the Beadle ! 
Bum the baker ! Burn his man I 
Burn the butclier — Burn the dustman, 
Burn the sweeper, if you can ! 

Burn the Postman ! burn tlie postage, 
Burn the knocker — burn the bell ! 
Burn the folks that come for money ! 
Burn the bills — and burn *(;m well. 



THE DEVIL TO PiY, A.ND KO ITECE HOT. 


Bum the Parish ! Bum the ''ting ! 
Burn all taxes in a mass. 

Bum the Paving ! Burn the lighting ! 
Burn the burners I Bum the gas 1 
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Burn all candles, white or yellow — 

Burn for war, and not for peace ; 

Burn the Czar of all the Tallow ! 

Burn the King of all the Greece I 

Burn all canters — burn in Smithfield. 
Bui'n Tea-Total hum and bug 
Burn his kettle, burn his water, 

Burn his muffin, burn his mug ! 

Burn the breeks of meddling vicars, 
Picking holes in Anna’s Urns ! 

Burn all Steers’s Opodeldoc, 

Just for being good for burns. 

Burn all Swindlers I Burn Asphaltum! 
Burn the money-lenders down — 

Burn all schemes that bum one’s fingers ! 
Bum the Cheapest House in town ! 

Burn all bores and boring topics ; 

Bum Brunei — aye, in his hole ! 

Burn all subjects that arc Irish 1 
Burn the niggers black as coal ! 

Burn all Boz’s imitators ! 

Bum all tales without a head I 
Burn a candle near the curtain ! 

Burn your Burns, and bum your bed 

Burn all wrongs that won’t be righted. 
Poor poor Soup, and Spanish claims — 
Bum that Bell, and bum his Vixen I 
Burn all sorts of burning shames ! 
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i)um the Whigs I and bum the Tories ! 
Bum all parties, great and small ! 

Burn that everlasting Poynder — 

Burn his Suttees once for all t 

Burn the fop that burns tobacco. 

Bum a Critic that condemns. — 

Bum Lucifer and all his matches ! 

Burn the fool that burns the Thames I 

Burn all burning agitators — 

Bum all torch-parading elves ! 

And oh I burn Parson Stephen’s speeches. 
If they haven’t burnt themselves. 
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QUERIES IN NATURAL flISTORY. 



“ Atl. IIT OSS Dir.” 

QUERIES IN NATURAL HISTORY. 


I. 

Are Fish Deaf as well as Dumb ? 

Certainly not ; or why should there be a picture in a certain 
Catholic Church of an Apostle preaching to a scaly congrega- 
tion, with their heads and shoulders attentively lifted out of the 
water ? Besides, Izaak Walton gives an instance of Carp which 
were regularly collected at feeding time, like human creatures, 
by the sound of a dinner-bell. It is established then that they 
hear with liieir outward ears : but do they do it with understand- 
ing ? Passing over as fabulous the fishes of four colours in the 
Arabian Nights, which heard and comprehended the Fairy’s 
address to them, and even answered it from the pan — I think it 
may be predicated of a Brill. A few days back I saw a fish of 
this description offered for sale at the door of the house opposite 
to my own. — Will you buy a fine Brill, Ma’am — quite fresh 
—only caught this morning — ^leaping alive?” The Brill on 
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the contrary ky, dab, on the board, as “stale, flat, and un- 
profitable,” as a fish could look. “ Why no-iiot to-day,” was 
the answer of Mrs. Cook, The board was cauglit up again, and 
with the woman had just cleared the door, when, behold I the 



FLYIKO PISH, 

Brill threw as much of a somerset as any fish out of water could 
be expected to perform. Could a Christian — supposing we 
bought and boiled Christians and ate them with anchovy sauce 
could a Christian have beh.ived inoro brilliantly under such 
an emergency ? 


11 . 

Can a Fly read in a book ? 

“tea,” Mswers a Punster; “all fy-Uqfr But the 
question is intended seriously. Can the insect read— read like 
® child that runs — read like a reader in a printing office! 
Not to enumerate the quantity of ?ugitive-or flying-Poems, 
ying Post, and other work.s which seem expressly addressed 
0 a Blue Bottle’s perusal, I flatter myself that the question 
^question can be provided with a settler. I happened to be 
one day near the open window, when a Ply came and 
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settled on the open page : it then began to run backward and 
forward along the lines in such a very suspicious manner, as to in- 
duce me to watch its motions. And very curious they were ! 
■^he Book was the Eccentric Mirror, and the chapter an account 
of one Mr. Joseph Capper, a whimsical cliaracter who used to live 
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at ilie Horns at Kennington. We — for I must include the other — 
had read on very comfortably through several sentences, till 
coining to the mention of a strong fly-killing propensity, which 
procured for Mr. Capper the nickname of Domitian-^judge of 
my astonishment when I saw the insect jump up as if it had 
burnt its feet, and fly rapidly away I The following little 
anecdote appears to confirm my theory. When T was last in 
Dublin, I was struck by seeing over a shop an inscription 
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strangely at variance with the trade carried on within. After 
making some trifling purchase, I ventured to ask the proprietor 
for the reason of this discrepancy. “ Sure, thin,’* said he, “ it 
was to spare the sugar. There was Grocer, at first there up 
over the winder, but it brought so many of the flies, bal luck 
to them I that I have had Tobacconist put up instead.” 

HI. 

Has a cat nine lives ? 

A cat, it is said, has nine lives ; but on what authority is 
unknown. Perhaps Julius Caesar, or Seizer, or Seize-her, wdiose 
bitter warfare against the Cattii is well known, invented the 
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fatal saying. Possibly it came from Catiline, who, amongst his 
other conspiracies, entertained one against the whole feline race. 
At all events it was the invention of an enemy. The nine lives 
were cunningly set up, like nine pins, to invite the knocking of 
them down again. Hence an Inquisition, which, instead of 
sharing the fate of the other so called tribunal, is still in active 
^xistence, and numerous are the victims, tabby and tortoise- 
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shell, that have perished under its examinations. At the first 
hint of the ninefold tenure, evciy boy of an inquiring turn feels 
inclined to look into such an extraordinary dispensation ; and 
though it should be his own aunt’s cat — which is always half a 
relation — the young Cateran does not hesitate to test its im- 
puled vitality. Indeed, all classes seem to feel themselves cat- 
called to decide upon the point ; and the result is, that Grimalkin 
is not only as easily brought to her catastrophe as any other 
animal, but has actually above nine modes of death (any one 
of them a dose) distinctly addressed to her. Here is the 
(Jatalogue : — 

1. By a Catapult — or Cat-pelting engine for throwing 
stones, &c. 

• Si. By Catarrh — a ropy disease of the throat. 

3. By a Cataclysm or Cataract — mlgo drowning > 

4. By Cat o’ nineftuls — or flogging to death, 

5. By Catacombing — or premature interment. 

6. By Catalepsy— or cat’s fits. 

7. By the Catling — or surgeon’s knife for dissection. 

8. By Catsup — made with toadstools in lieu of mush- 

rooms. 

9. By Catamaran — or exposure on a raft in a pond. 

10. By Catechising dogmatically with terriers. 

11. By Care — which proverbially kills cats. 

To which might be added felis dc se, or cattish suicide. When 
I resided in charalyers in the Adelphi, a strange cat by some 
accident got shut up in a back room, four stories from the 
ground. Unluckily she had kittens at home, and being separ- 
ated from her brood, and anxious for her offspring, she made a 
spring off the window to the yard, where, as a sailor would say, 
sjic stove in her cat-head. 

Talking of Cats, the following . characteristic anecdote of an 
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eminent but eeccntric surgeon lias never before appeared in 
print.' A poor woman went to him to enquire what was the 
proper treatment for some bodily wound. “ Put on a Ca- 
taplasm,” was the answer. “But, Doctor, it's for a little child.” 
“ Then put on a Kittenplasm.” 


LOED DUEHAM'S E1:TUEN. 


“On revient toujours .” — French Song, 

“ And will I see his face a^^ain, 

And will 1 hear him upeak H ” 

There's nae Jyuck abimt the House, 


“ The Inconstant is come ! ” 
It's in every man’s mouth ; 
From the East to the West, 
From the North to the South ; 
With a flag at her head. 

And a flag at her stern ; 
Whilst the Telegraph hints 
At Lord Durham’s return. 

Turn wherever you will. 

It’s the great talk and small ; 
Going up to Cornhill, 

Going down to Whitehall ; 

If you ask for the news, 

It’s the first you will learn. 
And the last you mil lose. 

My Lord Durham’s return. 
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The fat pig in the sty, 

And the ox in the stall, 

The old dog at the door, 
And the cat on the wall ; 
The wild bird in the bush, 
And the hare in the fern. 

All appear to have heard 
Of Lord Durham’s return. 

It has flown all abroad, 

It is known to goosc-pens, 

It is bray’d by the ass, 

It is eacklcd by hens : 

The Pintadas, indeed, 

Make it quite their coueeru, 
All exclaiming, “ Come back 
At Lord Durham’s return. 

It’s tlie text over wine, 

And the talk after tea ; 

All are singing one tune. 
Though not set in one key. 
L’en the Barbers unite 
Other gossip to spurn, 

Whilst they lather away 
At Lord Durham’s return. 

All the Painters leave off. 
And the Carpenters go, 

And the Tailor above 
Joins the'Cobbler below. 

In whole gallons of beer 
To expend what they earn 
While discussing one pint, 
My Lord Durham’s return. 
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It is timed in the Times, 

With the News has a run, 

Goes the round of the Globe, 
And is writ in the Sun. 

Like tlie WaiTen on walls, 
Fancy seems to discern. 

In great letters of chalk, 

“ Try Lord Durham^s return ! ** 



“ AWJLT WITH 1IBL1KOHOI.T I ” 

Not a murder comes out ; 
The reporters repine ; 

And a hanging is scarce 
Worth a penny a line. 
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If a Ghost reappeared 
With his funeral urn, 

He*d be thrown in the shade 
By Lord Durham’s return. 

No arrival could raise 
Such a fever in town ; 

There’s a talk about ’Change 
Of the Stocks going down ; 
But the Butter gets up 
Just as if in the churn, 

It forgot it should come 
In Lord Durham’s return. 

The most silent are loud 
The most sleepy awake ; 

Very odd that one man 
Such a hustle can make ! 

But the schools all break up, 
And both Houses adjourn, 

To debate more at ease 
On LordDurham’s return. 

Is he well ? is he ill ? 

Is he cheerful or sad ? 

Has he spoken his mind 
Of the breeze that he had P 
It was rather too soon 
With home-sickness to yearn ; 
There will come something yet 
Of Lord Durham’s return. 

There’s a sound in the wind 
Since that ship is come home ; 
There ^e signs in the air 
Like the omens of Rome ; 
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And the lamps in the street, 
And the stars as they burn, 
Seem to give a flare-iip 
At Lord Durham’s return ! 



Ji MAK'EATBB. 


THE CHAEACTER. 


“I would give ten thouKand pounds f«»r a character.’’ 

Colonel Chartres. 

“ Tp you please, Ma’am,” said Betty, wiping her steaming 
arms on her apron as she entered the room, “if you please, 
Ma’am, here’s the lady for the character.” 

Mrs. Dowdum immediately jumped up from her chair, and 
with a little run, no faster than a walk, proceeded from the 
window to the fire-place, and consulted an old-fashioned watch 
which stood on the mantel-shelf. 

“ Bless me ! it w twelve o’ clock sure enough I ” 

Now, considering that the visit was by appointment, and had 
been expected for the last hour, it will be thought remarkable 
VOL. III. 12 
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that Mr3. Dowdum should be so apparently unprepared ; out 
persons who move in the higher circles within the vortex of 
what is called a perpetual round of pleasure, where visits, wel- 
come or unwelcome, circulate with proportionate rapidity, can 
hardly estimate the importance of an interview in those lower 
spheres which, comparatively, scarcely revolve at all. Thus 
for the last liour Mrs. Dowdum had been looking for the 
promised call, and listening with all her might for the sound 
of the knocker ; and yet when it did come, she was as much 
flurried as people commonly are by what is denominated a drop 
in. Accordingly, after consulting the watch, she found it 
necessary to refer to the looking-glass which hung above it, and 
to make an extempore toilet. First, she laid hold of her cap 
with both hands, and gave it — ^her flnxen wig following the 
impulse — what sailors term a half turn to the right, after 
which she repeated the same rnanmuvre towards the left ; and 
then, as if by this operation she had discovered the jmte milieu^ 
she left matters as they were. Her shawl w^as next treated 
ill the same fashion, first being lapped over one way, and 
then lapped over the other, and carefully pinned. Finally she 
gathered up a handful of the front of her gown below the waist, 
and gave it a smart tug downwards : and then hav.'ng stroked it 
with both hands to make it “ sit flat,’’ if possible, instead of 
round, the costume was considered as quite coirect. The trutli 
is, the giving a character is an important business to all parties 
concerned; to the subject who is about to be blazoned or 
branded as good for everything or good for nothing — to the in- 
quirer, who is on the eve of adopting a Pamela or a Jezabel — 
and last, not least, to the referee herself, who must show that 
she has a character to preserve, as well as one to give away. 
There are certain standard questions always asked on such 
occasions, against one of which, “ Is she clean and neat in her 
habits P ” Mrs Dowdum had already provided. “ Is she sober P ** 
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and Mis. Dowdum thrust a bottle of catsup, but which might have 
been taken for ratifia, into the corner cupboard. “ Is she honest P ’ * 
and Mrs. Dowdum poked the Newgate Calendar she had been 
reading under the sofa bolster. An extra query will oc- 
casionally be put — “Is she decidedly pious ? ” and Mrs. 
Dowdum took up “Pilgrim’s Progress.’’ Lastly, two chairs 
were placed near the window as chairs always are placed 
when the respective sitters are to give and take a char- 
acter. The reader will .perhaps smile here; but in reality 
there is a great deal of expression about those rosewood or 
mahogany conveniences. A close observer who enters a 
parlour or drawing-room, and finds a parcel of empty seats away 
from the wall, can judge pretty shrewdly, from the area of the 
circle and other circumstances, of the nature of the foregone 
visit. Should the ring be large, and the seats far apart, the visit 
has been formal. A closer circuit implies familiarity. Two 
chairs side by side in front of the fender are strictly confidential 
— one on each side of the rug hints a tUe-d,4ete matrimonial. 
A chair which presents an angle to its companions, has been 
occupied by a young lady from a boariling-school, who always 
sits at one corner. Two chairs placed back to back need not speak 
— they are not upon speaking terms; and a chair thrown down, 
especially if broken, is equally significant. A creditor’s seat is 
invariably beside the door ; and should you meet with a chair 
which is neither near the fire, nor near the table, nor near any 
wooden companion, be sure that ii has been the resting-place of 
a poor relation. In the present case, Mrs. Dowdum’s two chairs 
were placed square, and dead opposite to each other, as if the 
parties who were to occupy them were expected to look straight 
into each other’s faces. It might be called the categorical 
position. 

“Now then, Betty, I am ready; show the lady up.*’ 

The lady was accordingly ushered up by Betty, who then re- 
12- 2 
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tired, closing the door behind her, as slowly as servants always 
do, when they are shutting the curiosity without and the news 
within. After the usual compliments, the lady then opened the 
business, and the parties fell into dialogue. 

“ I am informed. Madam, by Ann Gale, that she lived with 
you three years ? ” 



ooiryiBumoii stkonq. 


“ Certainly, Ma*am — last Martinmas ; which made it a month 
over, all but two days.” 

“ She is sober, of course ? ” 

‘‘Asa judge, Ma’am — wouldn’t touch a drop of spirits for 
the world. Many’s the good glass of g — T have offered her 
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of a washer day, for we washes at home, Ma*am ; but she 
always declined.’* 

“And she is steady otherwise — for instance, as to fol- 
lowers P ’* 

“ Followers, Ma’am ! nothing in the shape, Ma’am ; it would 
not be allowed here : ” and Mrs. Dowduin drew herself up till her 
gown wanted smoothing down again. 

“ And her temper ? ” 

*‘Eemarkable mild. Ma’am. Can’t be a sweeter. I’ve tried 
on purpose to try it, and couldn’t put lier out.” 

“ I beg pardon, Madam, for asking such a (piestion in such a 
house; but she is clean in her habits of course ? ” 

“ Of course, as you say, Ma’am ; else she wouldn’t have 
stayed so long here : ” and Mrs. Dowdum looked round her tidy 
apartments with great complacency. 

“ So far so good,” said the lady, fixing her large dark eyes 
intently on the little gray ones opposite*. “ And now, Madam, 
let me ask you the most important question of all. Is — siik — 
HONEST ? ” 

“As the day. Ma’am — you might trust her with untold 
goold 1 ” 

Excuse me, Madam, but have you (wer trusted her with it 
yourself? ” 

** Lord, Ma’am, igcores and scores of times ! She used to pay 
my bills, and always brought me the receipts as regular as clock- 
work.” 

“ I am afraid. Madam, that circumstance is hardly decisive. 
Could she be trusted, do you think, in a house where there is a 
great deal of property — the mistress a little careless perhaps — 
and gold and bank-notes and loose cliungii often lying about — 
to say nothing of the plate and my own jewels? ” 

. “ All I can say is, Ma’am * I never missed anything — never ! 
And not for want of opportunity — tlnu’c’s that watch, Ma’am 
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over the fire-place, it’s a gold one, and a repeater, Ma’am ; she 
iriiglit have took it over and over, and me no wiser, for I’m apt 
to l)c absent. Then 
as for plate, there’s 
always iny best 
silver tea-pot in 
that corner cup- 
board ” 

“ That may be 
all very true, M adain , 
and yet not very 
satisfactory. It’stlu^ 
principle, Madam, 
it’s the principle. 

Have you ever 
found her making 
free with tidfles — 
tea for instance, or 
your needles and 
pins?” 

“ Why, Ma’am, 

I can’t say exactly, not having watched such trifles on purpose, 
but certainly I have not lost more that way than by servants in 
general.” * 

“ Ah, there it is ! ” exclaimed the lady, casting up her hands 
and eyes. “ Nobody thinks of crime in its infancy — as if it 
would not grow up like everything else I We begin with pins 
and needjes, and get on to brooches and rings. You will ex- 
cuse, Madam, my being so particular, but nobody has sulFered 
so much by dishonesty. I have been stripped three times.”^ 

“ You don’t say so ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Dowdum with amotion 
^01 her chair towards the other, which telegraphically hinted ar 
wish to know all the particulai*s. 
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“ It is too true, indeed,” said the lady, with a profound sigh, 
“ and always by means of servants. The first time all my plate 
went — 2000 ounces. Madam, with the family crest, a boor’s 
head — Madam. Then they cleared off all the family linen, a 
beautiful stock. Madam, just rcHewcd ; and the third time I lost 
all my ornaments, pearls, Madam, emeralds — topazes — and dia- 
monds, Madam, the diamonds I went to Court in.” 

“It must have broke your heart. Ma’am,” observed Mrs. 
Dowdum, finishing with a prolonged and peculiar clucking with 
lier tongue against the roof of her mouth. 

“ It nearly did, Madam,” said the lady, pulling out her hand- 
kerchief. “Not for my losses, however, although they were, 
sufficiently considerable — but for the degradation of human 
nature. A girl too, that 1 had brought up under iny own eye, 
and had impressed, as I thought, with the strictest principles of 
honesty. Morning, noon, and night, I impressed upon her the 
same lesson, — whatever you do, I used to say, be honest. It’s 
the fourth of the cardinal virtues — faith, hope, charity, honesty.” 

“ And the best policy, besides,” said Mrs. Dowdum. 

“ The best policy. Madam ! — the only policy, here or hereafter. 
It’s one of the first principles of our nature, Madam. The very 
savages acknowledge it, and recognise the grand distinction of 
meum and tmm. As Doctor Watts finely says — 

‘ Why should I deprive mv neighbour 
Of his goods against his will? 

Hands were made for honest labour, 

Not to plunder or to steal.’ ” 

“ Yes, that’s a truism indeed,” said Mrs. Dowdum. “ And 
pray what might become of the wicked hussy after all ? ” 

“ Ah ! there’s my trouble. Madam,” said the lady, clasping 
her hands together. “ With my own will she should have lived 
a prey to her own reflections — ^but my husband would not hear 
of it. He could forgive anything, he said, but dishonesty. So 
the Bow-Street runners were sent for — ^the unhappy girl was 
tried—I had to appear against her, and she— she— she— oh, 
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oh ! ” — and the lady, covering her face with her hands, fell back 
in her chair. 

“ Be composed, Ma’am — ^pray do — do, do, do,” ejaculated the 
agitated Mrs. Dowduin. “ You must take a sniff of something 
— or a glass of wine ” 

“ Xo — nothing — not for the world,” sobbed the fainting lady 
“ only water — a little water ! ” 

The good-natured Mrs. Dowdum instantly jumped from her 
chair, and ran down stairs for a tumbler of the fluid — she 
then rushed up stairs for her own smelling-bottle ; and then she 
returned to the drawing-room, where she found her visitor, who 
eagerly took a long draught of the restorative. 

“ I am better — indeed I am — only a little faintness,” mur- 
mured the reviving patient. “ But it is an awful thing — a very 
awful thing. Madam, to conduce even indin eily to the execution 
of a human being — for the poor creature was hung;” 

“Aye, I guessed as much,” said Mrs. Dowaluui, with a fresh 
clucking, and a grave shake of the head. “ Well, that’s just my 
own feeling to a T. I don’t think I could feel delighted at 
hanging any one, no, not even if they was to steal the house 
over my head ! ” 

“ I honour you for your humanity, Madam,” said the lady, 
warmly pressing Mrs. Bowdum’s little fat hand betwe(^ri her own. 
“ I hope you will never And occasion to revoke such sentiments, 
lu the meantime I am extremely obliged — extremely. Ann may 
come when she likes — and I have the honour to wish you a 
very, very, good morning.” 

“ And I’m sure, Ma’am, I wish you the same,” replied Mrs. 
Dowdum, endeavouring to imitate the profound curtsey with 
which she was favoured, “ and 1 hope and trust you will find 
poor Ann turn out everything that can be wished. I do think you 
m \Y repose confidently on her honesty, I do, indeed, Ma’am.” 

” We shall see, Madam, we shall see,” repeated the Lady as 
she went down the stairs, whence she was ushered by Bett), 
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who received a piece of money during the passage, to the street 
door. 

What a nice woman ! soliloquized Mrs. Dowduin, as she 
watched her visitor across the street and round the corner. 
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“ What a xxiry nice woman ! Quite a laily too — and how slm 
suffered! I don’t wonder she is so suspicious — but then she 
is so forgiving along with it I It was quite beautiful to hear 
her talk about honesty — Faith, Hope, and Honest) . 

‘ Why should I deprive my iH*i|^hbt)ur 
Of his goods ugain.st his will — 

Why indeed I I could have listened to her — but — Mercy on 
us 1 Where is the goold watch as w as on the mantel 1 — and — 
0 Lord 1 where is the silver teapot I can’t see in the cupboard? 
Thieves I Thieves I Thieves I ” 
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“And to think,” said Mrs. Dowdum, at her twentieth re- 
petition of the story — “to think that Fve lost the family goold 
watch and my silver teapot, by letting of her in ! ” 

“ And to think,” said Betty to herself, putting her hand in 
her pocket, “ to think that I only got a bad shilling for letting 
of her out I ” 



COUITTBR 1BKITA.T10V. 


THE ASSISTANT DRAPERS’ PETITION. 


“Now’s the time and now’s the hour.” — B urns. 

“ Seven’s the main.” — Cbockfobd. 

Of all the agitations of the time — and agitation is useful in 
disturbing the duckweed that is apt to gather on the surface of 
auman affairs — the ferment of the assistant shopmen in the 
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metropolis is perhaps the most beneficial. Many vital queries 
have lately disturbed the public mind ; for instance, ought the 
fleet of the Thames Yacht Club to be reinforced, in the event of 
a war with Eussia, or should the Little Pedlington Yeomanry be 
called out, in case of a rupture with Prussia? But these are 
merely national questions; whereas the Drapers’ niovemciit 
suggests an inquiry of paramount importance to mankind in 
general — namely, “ When ought we to leave off? ” 

It is the standard complaint against jokers, and whist-players, 
and children, whether playing or crying — that they “never 
know when to leave off.” 

It is the common charge against English winters and flan- 
nel waistcoats — it is occasionally liintcd of lich and (‘Ideiiy re- 
lations — it is constantly said of snufl-takers, and gentlemen who 
enjoy a glass of good wine-^that they “ do not know when to 
leave Off!” 

It is the fault oftenest found with certain preachers, sundry 
poets, and all prosers, scolds, parliamentary orators, super- 
annuated story - tellers, o she - gossips, 
morning callers, and some leave- 
takers, that they “ do not know when 
to leave off.” It is insinuated as to 
gowns and coats, of which waiting- 
men and waiting-women have the re- 
version. 

It is the characteristic of a Change 
Alley speculator — of a beaten boxer — 
of a builder’s row, with his own name 
to it — of Hollando-Belgic protocols — 
of German metaphysics — of works in 
numbers — of buyers and sellers on 
credit — of a theatrical cadence — of a 
Bhocking bad hat — and of the Gentleman’s Magazine, that they 
**do not know when to leave oflp.” 
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A romp — all Murphy’s frosts, showers, storms and hurricanes 
— and the Wandering Jew, are in the same predicament. 

As regards the Assistant Drapers, they appear to have arrived 
at a very general conclusion, that their proper period for leaving 
off is at or about seven o’clock in the evening ; and it seems 
by the following poetical address that they have rhyme, as well 
as reason, to offer in support of their resolution. 



net— OH listT* 


THE DRAPERS* PETITION. 

Pity the sorrows of a class of men, 

Who, though they bow to fashion and frivolity ; 
No fancied claims or woes fictitious pen, 

But wrongs ell-wide, and of a lasting quality. 

Oppress’d and discontented with our lot, 

Amongst the clamorous we take our station ; 

A host of Ribbon Men — ^yet is there not 
One piece of Trish in our agitation# 
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We do revere Her Majesty the Queen ; 

We venerate our Glorious Constitution ; 

We joy King William’s advent should Iiave boeii, 

And only want a Counter Eevolution. 

’Tis not Lord Russell and his final measure, 

’Tis not Lord Melbourne’s counsel to the throne, 

’Tis not this Bill, or that, gives us displeasure, 

The measures we dislike are all our own. 

The Cash Law the “ Great Western ” loves to iiarru', 
The tone our foreign policy pervading ; 

The Corn Laws — none of these wc care to bhine, — 
Our evils wc refer to over-trading. 

By tax or Tithe our murmurs arc not drawn ; 

We reverence the Church — ^but hang the cloth ! 

We love her ministers — but curse the lawn ! 

We have, alas ! too much to do with both ! 

We love the sex ; — to serve them is a bliss 1 
We trust they find us civil, never surly ; 

All that we hope of female friends is thi'^, 

That their last linen may be wanted early. 

Ah ! who can tell the miseries of men 

That serve the veiy cheapest shops in town ? 

Till faint and weary, they hnive off at ten. 

Knock’d up by ladies beating of ’em down 1 

But has not Hamlet his opinion given — 

0 Hamlet had a heart for Drapers* servants 1 
That custom is ” — say custom after seven — 

“ More honour’d in the breach than the observance.” 
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0 come then, gentle ladies, come in time, 

O’er whelm our counters, and unload our shelves ; 
Torment us all until the seventh chime, 

But let U8 have the remnant to ourselves ! 



••from obayb to git.’* 


We wish of knowledge to lay in a stock, 

And not remain in ignorance incurable ; — 

To Btuily Shakspeare, Milton, Dryden, Locke, 
And other fabrics that have proved so durable. 
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We long for thoughts of intellectual kind, 

And not to go bewilder’d to our beds ; 

With stuff and fustian taking up the mind, 

And pins and needles running in our heads ! 

Por oh ! the brain gets very dull and dry, 

Selling from morn till night for cash or credit ; 

Or with a vacant face and vacant eye, 

Watching cheap prints that Knight did never edit. 

Till sick with toil, and lassitude extreme, 

We often think, when we arc dull and vapoury, 

The bliss of Paradise was so supreme, 

Because that Adam did not deal in drapery. 
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THE RAILWAY. 

My acquaintance with railways commencca on the Belgian 
line, at the quaint, ancient, and picturesque city of Bruges. The 
cairiages were all full, except the one nearest the engine, against 
which there is some prejudice, as being the vehicle that “must 
bust fust.” There was only one other passenger, a lady, in the 
opposite seat ; and, as far as the time allowed, we entered into 
conversation. 

“ This is a quick mode of travelling. Madam, cornpuird with 
the old horse-powers.” 

” I really wish I could think so, Sir,” replied the lady ; “ but it 
is far from the saving, either in time or expense, that I was led 
to anticipate. I am going to Ostend, and, according to iny own 
highly-raised expectations, I ought to have dined there yesterday. 
What is more provoking, I brought some cold provision along 
^th me, but it was deposited by mistake amongst the luggage, 
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and I am informed that 1 cannot get at either till the end of my 
journey.” 

There was no time to answer. Chak ! chak ! chakkery-chit- 
chittery-churr I talked the engine, increasing in velocity ev(;ry 
minute. Houses flew past — then cottages and little gardens, 
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with groups of chjldreii’s faces, all looking alike, and all going 
t;o cheer, but we left the voices behind. The pace was certainly 
good ; however, it relaxed after a while and at last we stopped. 

“ There is a great sameness about this country,” I remarked, 
''pointing to a stagnant piece of water beside the road, something 
between a ditch and a canal, half water and half bulrushes. On 
the other side of the ditch there was a row of stunted willows, 
bearing the same proportion to trees as Brussells sprouts to cab- 
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bages ; beyond, b^ way of distance, stretched a vast dingy fliit, 
with a church steeple on the horizon, a real land-mark, no doubt 
to the mariner, to inform him that the flat aforesaid was laud 
and not sea. 

“A great sameness, indeed,” said the lady. “Look on 
either side, and you would almost swear you had seen the same 
dull uninteresting level before.” 

Chak ! chak ! chakkery-chit-chit churrrr ! Jleiiig somewhat 
hard of hearing, the rumble caused by the friction of the w1uh:Is 
and rails, however slight, was suflitaent to discoiicert my organ. 
The lady’s lips kept moving, but I could not distinguish a 
syllable. There was no alternative but to watch the moving 
diorama that was gliding past the window. The staple article 
of the view was a mud bunk, which seemed being reeled oif like 
a long broad drab watered ribbon. Now and then came a 
workman, with difficulty distinguished from his baiTow, his 
red nightcap flashing by like a flery meteor. The willows which 
bordered the road, or marked the boundaries of a field, coalesced 
into a stream of foliage. The peasant, who stood to stare at 
us, seemed to be enjoying a rapid slide in the opposite direction, 
whilst occasionally a cur would dart out of a cottage to bark at 
the train, and by rfnning parallel with us, with all his miglit, 
contrived to appear stationary, violently lifting up his legs and 
putting them down again to no purpose. Presh editions of the 
broad ditches, and the scrubby trees, and the gloomy flats, kept 
whirling past. 

“ A great sameness indeed,” said the lady, availing herself of 
a temporary halt to resume the subject j “ and as if to render llie 
uniformity still more intolerable. Art imitating Nature, the in- 
habitants have made duplicates of their principal towns, as like 
each other as two peas — for instance, two Ghents and twm 
Bruges.” 

Chak, chak, chakkery, &c. — away we went faster than ever. 

VOL. III. 13 
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The steam was up. We seemed to have become aware of the 
earth’s motion instead of our own. In the meantime I turned 
over in my mind the lady’s extraordinary information, whicli 
certainly did not agree with any I had derived from my Belgian 
Guide Book. The engine, however, was soon eased again, to 
enable us to get safely ovd* a dangerous bridge. 
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Did I understand you, Madam, to say two Bruges ? ” 
^'Certainly, Sir, and as like each other as the two Dromios. 
It seems to be characteristic of the people, as well as the 
caiullons, which, by the way, I observed at both the Ghents.” 
Both the Ghents, Madam ? ” 

” It is a fact, I assure you, Sir. These unimaginative people 
have really two Ghents. I do not pretend to much antiquarian 
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or architectural knowledge, but the two cities appeared to me to 
have been built about the same age, and in nearly the same style 
as if in absurd rivalry of each other.*’ 

But, my dear Madam ” 

Chak, chak, chakkery-churr, &c. &c. “ The woman’s mad,” 

I said to myself. Who ever heard of two Gliciits — and who the 
devil could ever find a second Bruges ! But my meditations 
were here interrupted by the caperings of some horses at plough, 
which had evidently taken fright, and had probably run away, 
though they seemed as usual, in spite of a violent show of gal- 
loping, to remain in the original spot. 

“ And if anything,” bawled the lady, so as to make herself 
heard even above the murmur of the railway, “ I like the second 
Bruges best. It looked (piictcr, and quainter, aiul more out- 
landish, than the other ; and the tower, if anything, was rather 
higher.” 

“ Excuse me, Madam, but it really appears to me that you 
must have taken the wrong train, and returned, as our capital 
criminals are sentenced, to the place from whence you came.” 

“ The wrong train 1 ” shouted the lady rather indignantly. 
Sir, that’s impossible 1 Nobody can be so careful as I am, 
—^or I know neither Erench nor Blemish, and accordingly am 
personally on my guard. Instead of sauntering about every 
place I arrive at, like other travellers, I make it a rule to remain 
invariably on the spot (tlie station I believe it is called), ready 
to set out with the very next train.” 

** But, my dear Madam, the next train ” 

” But, my dear Sir — excuse me. If not the very next train, 
you can be at no loss to know when to start. The railway people 
take care of that. For instance, here at the lad Bruges, you 
pay for your ticket to Ostend — mark me, Sir, to Ostend — and 
you are retained in a sitting-room, the back door of which is kept 

locked. When that door is opened you are admitted into the 
13—2 
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station-yard*— and you find a train ready to start — your own 

train of course. You get in and ** 

A loud indescribable screech, called whistling, intended to 
give warning of our approach, here interrupted the argument. 
We were going at a pace which threatened to soon bring us to 
our destination* In fact, I had hardly made up my mind as to 
the inconveniences of certain females travelling alone — the awk- 
wardness of not knowing the current laiiguage of the country, 
and the rawness of the arrangements on a new line, when wc 
arrived at the station a few hundred yards from Ostend. The 
spires, the lighthouse, and the masts of the shipping, were so 
distinctly visible that I could not anticipate any blunder. I 
supposed, therefore, that tlic lady might be safely left to her own 
circumspection, and was doubly occupied in the collection of my 
luggag(i, and the conversation of some friends who had awaited 
my arrival, — when suddenly I heard the voice of my quondam 
fellow traveller — “ 0 Lord ! I shall be too late ! ** and before T 
could recover from my astonishment, I saw her precipitately 
jump into a char d-banc, and whirl off with the inland tr.iin on 
a tJiinl visit to the quaint, ancient, and j)ictur(isque city of 
llruo-es. 
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ALI BEN NOUS. 

A FAB LB. 


Men and monkeys are equally prone to imitation ; only that 
the Brutes prefer to ape mankind, whereas the human animals 
delight in copying each other. Nor do they always choose tlie 
best models, and even when they do so, they imitate them so 
abominably that the worst originals would be infinitely belter. A 
pest on all such serviles ! and may they meet with the fate of the 
followers of Ali Ben Nous ! a personage not mentioned by Mr. 
Lane in his splendid edition of the “ Arabian Nights,” and of 
which by the way he has made One Thousand and Two^ by the 
addition of one Knight as the publisher. 

Ali Ben Nous, according to the Eastern chronicle, was a 
Philosopher of the sect of Diogenes — an old Boy, it will be re- 
membered, who lived in a sugar hogshead, without getting any 
sweeter in his temper. The w.hole ambition of our Cynic was 
to resemble as little as possible the race he despised, and as a 
matter of course, nothing so aggravated his natural spleen as to 


198 


ALI BEN NOUS. 


find liiinself copied by any human being. Nevertheless, such is 
the apislmcss of our nature, that in spite of the repulsiveness 
of his doctrine, and the austerities of his practice, he soon found 
liimself getting too popular for his peace. Many old men, and 
even some young ones, affected to call themselves disciples of 
Nous ; one copied the uncut of his beard, another the lisp in his 
speech, and a third the limp in his gait ; till finding his very 
identity in danger, the Cynic, in disgust, determined to travel in 
search of some happy country, where he could keep his origin- 
ality to himself. To this end, having consulted his geographical 
books, he openly declared his intention of setting out for the city 
ofYad. In vain he was told that he would infallibly be devoured 
by the Great Serpent which notoriously infested the country he 
would have to traverse ; he made no answer, except by bestow- 
ing an abundance of ironical blessings on his advisers, — but 
cursing the whole of his fellow citizens inwardly as a parcel of 
Apes and Parodists, — prepared for his departure. His very 
disciples, however, refused to copy him any farther, when they 
beheld him setting out without any weapon or provision, except 
a great bottle of oil — by way of dressing perhaps, when he came 
to live upon salad. 

As might be expected, Ali did not escape the standard danger 
of the route. He had scarcely accomplished half the distance 
to the desired city, when all at once he heard a dreadful hissing, 
of which none but a condemned Dramatist can form any con- 
ception i — and lo, from a neighbouring thicket there darted an 
enormous serpent, making as straight towards the traveller, as a 
reptile could, by dint of sinuosities. It was an awkward pre- 
dicament enough : but Nous was not disconcerted. Looking 
out for a tall tree, not encumbered with branches, and finding 
one suited to his purpose, he was soon, — having let his nails 
grow, till they resembled the claws of a cat, — at the very top, where 
he posted liimself like a capital prize, or what the'Preiich call a 
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Mdt ds CocU'^nc* But the Mat da Cocfigua is well grcuscil ; 
whereas Ali having no tallow about him, was fain to anoint 
the stem with the contents of liis bottle, and only in good time, 
for the snake and the oil arrived together at the foot of the 
tree. And now those who have witnessed that amusing opera- 
tion, the climbing up a greasy pole, for a pair of velveteens 
at the top, may form a tolerable notion of the fun. The Snake 
made many trials, but was always oil’d and foil’c^ Again and 
again he wound his folds upwards, as if saying to himself, “ Now 
for a good twist ; ” but the meal was beyond his reach : there 
is many a slip, says tlie proverb, between the cup and the lip, 
and so there was between the Serpent and the Philosopher, who 
enjoyed the joke amaz- 
ingly, and chuckled and 
rubbed his hands with all 
the. glee in the world. 

At last, finding that he 
took nothing by his mo- 
tion, the spirited sly 
Snake ” grew dispirited, 
and made off again hiss- 
ing louder than ever, as if 
hissing at himself and his 
own failure. What a pity of pities, muttered Ali, as he de- 
scended frem his perch, that our Mother Eve did not climb up 
the Tree of Knowledge with a bottle of palm oil ! — with which 
conceit he merrily resumed his journey, and arrived without 
further adventure at the city of Yad. 

The sensation his arrival produced among the inhabitants 
was intense. Nobody within the memoiy of man had made the 
passage. ** In the name of all that is wonderful, how did you 
get here ? Why did you venture ? What did you s(‘.e ? Where 
did you etfeounter the snake ? How did you manage ? ” — To 
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all of which Nous replied by relating his adventure in as few 
words as possible. 

“Bisinallah ! Inshallah ! Fallallah ! Was such a miracle ever 
heard of! A mere bottle of oil! And we .who have Magis- 
trates, and Wise Men, and Conjurors, and Naturalists, and 
Zoologists, and Projectors, and a Faculty of Doctors, and a 
Committee of Public Safety, and a Society of Snake Charmers 
— and yet |j^ey never thought of a bottle of oil ! ’* And the 
authorities wished to present the freedom of the city to Nous ; 
but he declined the honour. “ I am free of the whole country,” 
said he, “whereas you dare not show your noses beyond your 
walls for fear of the snake. Go and present your freedom to 
him ; for my part 1 am bound to the city of Guz.” — “ You will 
at least permit ns,” said the Corporation, “to accompany you in 
procession to the gates?” But Ali watched his opportunity, 
and departed without any ceremony at all. 

In the mean time the Spirit of Imitation, who had a temple 
within the city, began to inspire his votaries. Palm oU and 
bottles rose fifty per cent. ; and before Ali had gone a league he 
was join(*d by a dozen companions, and not a man of them but 
was prepared to mount a tree, and anoint the stem d-la Mdt-de- 
Cocagne, So much society was far from agreeable to the Cynic ; 
who consoled himself, however, by sneering in his sleeee at their 
folly, which he foresaw would seat them sooner or later on their 
stool of repentance. And the matter fell out to his most 
cynical wish. They had travelled but about six leagues on 
their way, when a dark speck appeared on the horizon j at first 
only as big as a fly, but progressively increasing in dimensions 
to a chafer, a wren, a sparrow, a hawk, an eagle, and lastly, 
what indeed it was, a full-grown Bok ? 0, ye imitative crew, 
what a rok to split upon ! For a while he hovered dark and 
vast, like the Cloud of Destiny, over their devoted heads : — he 
had only to stoop and conquer, and he soon stooped with a 
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vengeance. In vain the infatuated climbed the nearest trees, 
and emptied their bottles of oil. Souse came the enemy, off went 
their turbans, and out came their brains, such as they were, 
which the winged Heliogabalus devoured as greedily as if they 
had come out of the skulls of peacocks. As for Nous, he had 
provided himself with a huge umbrella, made very stout and 
stiff, with a long sharp spike at the top, under which he took 
shelter ; and having a good Fence was enabled to set the Beak 
at defiance. In fact, after several attacks, in which the bird 
suffered the most, the Rok gave up the point, and flying away, 
left Ali to pursue his journey. 
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As usual, it excited the utmost amazement in the j)eople of 
Guz when the Cynic entered their city : and they fell one and 
all into the old chorus — “ How did you get here ? Did you see 
the Bok ? ” &c. &c. AVhereupon Nous told his story as briefly 
as before, saying as little as possible, which was nothing at all, 
about his late associates. “Holy Prophet ! ” cried the people, 
“ and yet we have Councillors, and Elders, and Tacticians, and 
Ornithologists, and Bird Catchers, and Ib-ognosticators of Bain, 
and nobody ever thought of an umbrella I ” And the King 
wished to confer on the loug-bearded Stranger the ancient Order 
of the Ass of the Eirst Class; but Nous declined the distinction, 
modestly observing that he had done nothing to deserve it. 
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However, the Authorities resolved on getting up a Grand Ban- 
quet; but it being against etiquette to accept an invitation 
under a month to run, the Philosopher in the mean time got 
out of patience, and after dining by himself at three farthings a- 
head, set out for the city of Jug. 

He had gone but a little way when he turned to look behind 
him, and exactly as he anticipated, he bclield a company of 
Imitators running after 
him with just as many 
umbrellas. They soon 
came up, and began all 
at once bawling into 
his ears, and display. 

^ ing their contrivances 
to the imminent danger 
of his eyes. Look at 
this spike,” said one, 

“it is three spans in 
length,” “ Feel mine,” 
said another, “ it is as 
sharp as a needle.” 

“ As for mine,” said a 
third, running it as near as might be into Ali’s ear, “ it is not 
only sharp, but envenomed to boot.” “ May you kill all the 
roks between this and Jug,” muttered the Cynic, and it was 
not long before the merits of their weapons were put to the test. 
" Allah preseiTC us ! ” exclaimed Nous, looking anxiously to- 
wards the East, at which warning the rest of the company pre- 
cipitately unfurled their umbrellas, under which they squatted 
down, and with closed eyes awaited the descent of the rok. In 
the mean time the peril rapidly approached. At first, it looked 
only like a pillar of smoke or dust, but as it came nearer, the 
column evidently had a revolving motion, and whirled round 
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with it certain dark objects like sticks and stones. It was in- 
deed a whirlwind of dangerous violence, and the spot the travel- 
lers occupied was exactly in the line of its career. But Nous 
was already prepared. He was sitting on a sort of cushion, 
made of a native wax, so tenacious, that tlie tornado might as 
well have tried to root up a tree ; all it could do, therefore, was 
to unwind and carry oiF his turban, which happened to have 
been twisted in the contrary direction. It fared much worse, 
however, with his comrades — ^for no sooner did the tornado get 
them within its vortex, than up they went with their umbrellas, 
as fast as aeronauts come down with their parachutes. An 
amusing spectacle, you may be sure, to the Cynic, who watched 
them corkscrewing spirally up to the clouds, never to come down 
again till there was a shower of ninnies. For his own part, he^ 

sulfered no other loss than 
his turban, and his trousers, 
which he was obliged to leave 
sticking to the cushion, — but 
having a pair in reserve, he 
speedily made his toilet and 
proceeded to his destination. 

The city of Jug, like the 
others, was thrown into 
commotion by his arrival ; 
— and with the same reser- 
vation as to his comrades, 
he again told his story, which 
was received by the inhabit- 
ants with the usual com- 
ments. “We that have a 
May’r and a Corporation, 

.A»OtW.IE*IT.-P.OF«.BO.eiDLmiN. 

Scientifica, and a Company of Wax Chandlers, and Mechanics’ 
Institutions, and Utilitarians, and nobody ever hit upon the 
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waxen cushion I” And twelve waxen cushions were ordered 
that very morning. And the King wished to create Ali a Grand 
Goose, which would entitle him to stand at Court upon one 
leg; but the Cynic declared very humbly that his low birth 
entitled him only to stand upon two — and moreover, that he 
had to walk all the way to the city of Buz. Whereupon, his 
Majesty being displeased, the stranger was ordered to quit the 
place in an hour — but which he did with ease, thirty minutes 
under the time. 

“ It is very hard,” said Ali, “ that a man cannot enjoy his 
own ways and his own thoughts, without a parcel of silly Jugites 
dogging his Iiecl,” — and lo I as he said, a dozen of tlie towns- 
people came running after him shouting with all their might. 
Then there w’as the old plague to endure witb their life-pre- 
servers. — ** Look at my cushion,” said one. ” Try mine,” said 
a second, “ it hath two parts wax and one of pitch,” &c., &c. 
“ May you stick to them to all eternity,” grumbled Ali, mend- 
ing his pace almost to a run, vet without shaking off his 
tormentors. But the time came at last to part company ; for 
arriving just at tlic skirts of a forest, they suddenly heard a 
noise that was too loud to be taken for the murmuring of the 
wind. “ Allah Kcriin ! ” ejaculated Nous. Down plumped 
his companions on their cushions, and in a minute were as fast 
to the earth as if they had grown from it; having taken especial 
care to strap, tic, and buckle their trousers so securely that no 
tornado that ever waltzed could pluck them out of them. In 
which posture, conceive them sitting and smirking with all the 
complacency of self-conceit, when suddenly with frightful roar, 
tliore issued forth the most terrible big Bear that was ever 
cubbed, to the infinite dismay of the seated members, who would 
willingly have accepted any equivalent to the Chiltcrn Hundreds. 
Never was there a set of simpletons so sold and pounded by 
their own act and deed I There they were — ail waxed by their 
y^ax ends — with their last before their eyes i7> the shape of raging 
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Bruin, for whom, by their own contrivance, they were compelleu 
to sit as passively as if he had only been going to paint their 
portraits. One or two, indeed, endeavoured to escape when it 
was too late, but before they could get rid of their trammels, the 
Bear came bearing down upon them, and killed them on the 
spot. 

During this massacre Ali had gained a considerable start, yet 
not so far but that the beast tit lengtii overtook him and put 
liim to his last shift. This was a small fiddlcj or kit, upon 
which he no sooner began to play than the Bear, rising nn- 
couthly on his hind legs, began to cut capers to the great de- 
light of the Cynic, to wliom it was precisely the reverse of the 
Dance of Death. The faster one played the faster the other 
jigged — the musician purposely getting from presto to prestis- 
simo, till the fascinated brute began to pant and pulf, and be- 
sought the performer, with the most plaintive moans, and imploring 
glances, and supplicatory gestures, to desist. But Ali knew 
better, and only plied the bow more rapidly, till after a waltz the 
eye could scarcely follow, the Bear reeled off in an involuntary 
pirouette and fell 
dead-beaten on his 
face. “ Heaven re- 
ward the man,” ex-* 
claimed Ali, as he 
gazed on his pros- 
trate enemy. “Hea- 
ven reward the man 
who first hit upon 
the very original no- 
tion of sawing the 
inside of a cat with 

the tail of a horse ! ” ™ 

and without further obstacle he arrived at the city of Buz. 
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And now, quoth the Chronicler, it would be tedious to pursue 
individually i he fortunes of the imitators of Ali Ben Nous ; for 
instance, how foolisldy the travellers from Buz essayed with their 
kits and fiddles to provoke to a hornpipe the great crocodile of the 
Lake of Jad. S ufficc it, they perished miserably one and all. As for 
the Cynic, he discovered that wherever he came he was as far as 
before from the haven he sought. However fantastically extra- 
vagant and repulsively absurd the doctrines and habits he will 
fully professed and practised, he invariably found himself more 
or less at the head of a sect. At length a pseudo Cynic ap- 
peared, who, by help of nature and art, so closely personated 
the original, as to acquire the surname of the Double. This, to 
Ali, was the drop tliat overbrimmed his cup : and in a paroxysm 
of spleen including himself in his anathema 
against mankind in general, he resolved to perish 
by his own hand. To this end, and a bad end 
it was, he repaired to a certain solitary spot, on 
the verge of a wood with a large phial, or rather 
family bottle, of mortal poison in his pocket. 

Now then, ’’exclaimed Ali, taking off half the fatal 
liquid at a gulp — “now then for an act at last 
in which T shall not be copied,” when sudt'enly 
an Ourang Outang, who had been watching the 
operation from a neighbouring tree sprang down 
to the ground, snatched up the bottle, and before 
A BtACK BOSS. Xqus could iiitcrfere, drank off the j-cmaindcr of 
the poison. 

This untoward event, and the scene of mockery that 
ensued, seemed to pang the dying Cynic, even more than the 
draught he had swallowed. “ Alas ! ” he cried, already writhing 
under the effects of the potion, “ alas, it is in vain to struggle with 
fate ! 1 fled from my own species to avoid their imitation — and lo ! 
yonder sits a brute beast poisoned out of the same bottle, suffer- 
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ing the same pains, making the same grimaces, no doubt, and 
the same contortions, and even composing himself — confound 
the son of a Monkey ! — to die in the same attitude.*^ 



OVF B7 Ml7TUi.L OOMBBMT. 


SECOND NATURE. 

Physical Force, Moral Force, and the Police Force, are all 
very powerful things ; and so is the Force of Plabit. It killed 
a Young Gentleman last week at Spring Vale Academy. He 
was the only boy left at school in the holidays : and the very 
first wajk he took, he split himself, poor fellow I in trying to 
walk two and two. 


EPIGRAM. 

After such years of dissension and strife, 

Some wonder that Peter should weep for his wife : 
But his tears on her grave was nothing surprising, — 
He’s laying her dust, for fear of its rising. 
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THE NEW LODGER. 


Poor Miss llopkinson I She had been ill for a fortnij^ht 
of a disorder which especially affected the nerves ; and quiet, as 
Dr. Horehara declared, was indispensably necessary for lu.r re- 
covery. So the servants wore list shoes, and the knock( r was 
tied up, and the street in front of number four was covered with 
straw. 

In the mean while, the invalid derived great comfort from the 
unremitting attentions of her friends and acquaintance ; but she 
was particularly gratified by the constant kind inquincs of Mr. 
Tweedy, the new lodger, who occupied the apartments im- 
mediately over her head. 

“ If you please, ma’am,** said Mary, for the hundredth time, 
“ it*s Mr. Tweedy’s compliments, and begs to know if you feel 
any better ? ’* 
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“1 am infinitely obliged to Mr. Tweedy, Vm sure,*’ whispeicvl 
the sufferer,-^" I am a leetle easier — with my best thanks and 
compliments.” 

“ Now, Miss Hopkiiison was a spinster lady of a certain ago, 
and she was not a little flattered by the uncomirioii interest the 
gentleman above stairs seemed to take in her state of liealtli. 
She could not help recollecting that the new lodger and a very 
smart new cap had entered the house on the same day. — She had 
fortunately worn the novel article on her accidental encounbu’ 
with the stranger ; and, as she used to say, a. great deal de- 
pended on first impressions. 

“ What a very nice gentleman ! ” remarked the nurse, as 
Mary closed the bed -room door. 

“ What an uncommon nice man ! ” cried IVIiss Filby, an old 
familiar gossip, who had come to cheer up the invalid with all 
the scandal of the neighbourhood. 

** And he will send. Ma’am,” said the nurse to the visitor, 

to ask after us a matter of five or six times in a day.” 

“ It is really extraordinary,” said Miss Filby, “ and especially 
in quite a stranger ! ” 

“ No, not quite, whispered the invalid. “ I met him twice 
upon the stairs.” 

“ Indeed ! ” said Miss Filby. “ It’s like a little romances 
Who knows what may come of it? I have known as sudd(!ii 
things come to pass before now I ” 

“ There is suramut in it sure/y,” said the nurse ; “ I only wi>h, 
Ma’am, you could hear how warm and pressing he is in asking 
after her, whoever comes in his way. There was this morning, 
on the landing — ‘ Nurse,’ says he, quite earnest-like, — ‘ nurs(‘, 
do tell me how she is.’ * Why then, Sir,* says I, ‘ she is as \y(‘ 1! 
as can be expected.’ ‘ Ah,’ said lie, * that’s the old answ< r, 
but it won’t satisfy me. Is she better or worse ? ’ ‘ Well then, 

Sir,’ says 1, ‘she’s much the same.’ ‘Ah,’ says he, fetching 
VOL. 111. 14 
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sich a long-winded sigh, ^ there’s 4'hcro it is. She may linger 
in that way for months.* ‘Let’s hope not,* says I. * You’ll be 
pleased to hear as how she’s going to try to eat a bit o’ chick- 
ing.* * Chicking ! ’ says he, saving your presence, Ma’am, — 

‘ chicking be d d to you know where — it’s her nerves, nurse, 

her nerves ; how are her nerves ? * ‘To be sure. Sir,’ says I, 
‘them’s her weak pints, but Dr. Borcliam do say, provided 
they’re kept quiet, and not played upon, they’ll come round 
agin in time.* ‘Yes,’ says he, ‘ in time, that’s the divil on it ; * 
and you can’t think how feeling he said it. — ‘ What a weary 
time,* says he, ‘ she have been ! ’ ’* 

“ Well, upon my word ! ** exclaimed Miss Filby, “ these are 
very like love symptoms indeed ! However, I’m not jealous, 
my dear,” — and she shook her head waggishly at the invalid, 
who replied with a faint smile, that she was a giddy creature, 
and quite forgot the weak state of her nerves. “ But, to be 
sure, it is odd,” said Miss Hopkiiisou to herself, “ and particu- 
larly in the present age, when polite gallantry to females is so 
much gone out of fashion. She then fell into a reverie, which 
her friend interpreted into an inclination to doze, and accordingly 
took her leave with a promise of returning in the evening. 

No sooner was her back turned, however, than the invalid 
called the nurse to her, and after giving sundry directions as to 
costume, intimated that she had an intention of trying to sit up 
a bit. So she was dressed and washed and bolstered up in a 
chair, and having put on a clean cap, she inquired of liei 
attendant, rather anxiously, if she was not dreadfully altered 
and pulled down, and how she looked. To which the nurse 
answered, that, “ except looking a little delicate, she was really 
charming.” 

In the evening the doctor repeated his visit, and so did Miss 
Filby, who could not help rallying the invalid on the sudden re- 
covery of her complexion. 
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** It*8 only hectic,** said Miss Hopkinson, ** the exertion of 
dressing has given me a colour.** 

“ And somebody else will have a colour too,” said the nurse, 
winking at Miss Filby, ** when 1 tell him how very much some 
folks are improved.** 



I-ODfiK S rOKTJiAlTS. 


“ By-tlie-bye,” said Dr. Doreham, it*s only fair that people 
should know their well-wishers : and I ought to tell you, there- 
fore, that the gentleman overhead is very friendly and frequent 
in his inquiries. We generally meet on the stairs, and I assure 
you he expresses very great solicitude — very much so indeed 1 ’* 
Miss Hopkinson gave a short husky cough, and the nurse 
and Miss J^lby nodded significantly at each other. 

** Ho I llo ! the wind sits in that quarter, does it ? ** said the 
doctor. “ I may expect, then, to have another patient. * He 
grew sick as she grew well,’ as the old song says,** and chuck- 
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ling at the aptness of his own quotation, the facetious mediciner 
took his leave. 

‘‘There he is again, I declare,” exclaimed the nurse, who had 
listened as she closed the door. “ He has cotched the doctor 
on the stairs, and I’ll wairunt he’ll have the whole particulars 
before he lets him go.” 

“ Very devoted, indeed ! ” said Miss Filby. “ We must make 
haste, and get you about again, my dear, for his poor sake as 
well as your own.” ^ 

At this juncture Mrs. Iluekins, the landlady, entered the room 
to ask after her lodger, and was not a little bewildered by a cross- 
lire of Iiimiendoes from the nurse and the visitor. The strang(i 
behaviour of the sick lady herself helped besides to disconcert 
the worthy woman, across whose mind a suspicion glanced that 
the nasty laudanum, or something, had made the patient a little 
off her head. However, Mrs. Huckins got through her com- 
pliments and her curtseys, and would finally perhaps have 
tittered too, hut that her attention was suddenly diverted by 
that most awful of intrusions, a troublesome child in a sick 
room. 

“ Why, Billy, you little plague — wTty, Billy, what do you do 
in liere ? Where have you come from, Sir ? — I’ve been looking 
for you this half hour.” 

“ I’ve been up with Air. Tweedy, the new lodger,’^ said 
Billy, standing very erect, and speaking rather proudly. •* We’ve 
been a>playing the flute.” 

“ The WHAT 1 ” cried all the female voices in a breath. 

“ A-playirig the flute,” repeated tlu; undaunted Billy. “ Mr. 
Tweedy only whispers a toon into it now, but he says he’ll play 
out loud as soon as ever the old ” — here Billy looked at the 
invalid, and then at his mother — “ he says he’ll play out loud 
as soon as ever Miss Hopkinsoii is well, or else dead ! ” 
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“Pray how did you leave Miss Hopkinson, Ma*amP^* in- 
quired Mr. Tweedy, about an hour afterwards, of a female whom 
he met^at the foot of the stairs. 

“ Miss Hopkinson, Sir ! — oh, you horrid wicked wretch ! you 
unfeeling monster ! ” — and totally forgetting the weak nerves of 
her friend, the indignant Miss Filby rushed past the New 
Lodger, darted along the passage, let herself out, and slammed 
the street-door behind her with a bang, that shook Miss Hopkin- 
son in her chair. 



BOAUl)Kl>, LOJ)U£U, AND DONB i<UU. 


POMPEY’S GHOST. 

A PATHETIC BALLAD. 


“ Skins may differ, but affection 
Dwells in white and black the same.” — Cowi’ki:, 

*Twas twelve o’clock, not twelve* :it p. 

But twelve o’clock at noon. 

Because the sun was shining l-r . I.l, 

And not the silver moon : 
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A proper time for friends to call. 
Or Pols, or Penny Post ; 

When, lo ! as Phoebe sat at work, 
She saw her Pompey’s Ghost 1 
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Now when a female has a call 
Proni people that are dead, 

Like Paris ladies, she receives 
Her visitors in bed : • 

Put Pompey’s Spirit could not come 
Like spirits that are white, 
Because he was a Blackamoor, 

And wouldn’t show at night 1 

But of all unexpected things 
That happen to us here, 

Tlie most unpleasant is a rise 
In what is very dear : 

So Phoebe scream’d an awful scream, 
To prove the seaman’s text, 

That after black appearances, 

White squalls will follow next. 
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‘Oh, Phoebe dear I oh, Phoebe dear! 

l>on’t go to scream or faint ; 

You think because I’m black I am 
The Devil, but I ain’t ! 

Behind the heels of Lady Lambe 
I walk’d whilst I had breath ; 

But that is past, and I am now 
A-walking after Death ! 

“ No murder, though, I come to tell. 
By base and bloody crime ; 

8o, Phoebe dear, put off your fits 
Till some more titting time; • 

No Crowncr, like a boatswain’s mate 
My body need attack. 

With liis round dozen to find out 
Why I have died so black. 

One Sunday, shortly after tea, 

My skin began to burn. 

As if I had in my inside 
A heater, like the urn. 

Delirious in the night I grew, 

And as I lay in bed, 

Idiey say I gather’d all the wool 
You see upon my head. 

“ His Lordship for his doctor sent. 
My treatment to begin — 

I wish that he had call’d him out, 
Before he calPd him in ! 

For though to physic he was bred. 
And pass’d at Surgeon’s Hall, 

To make his post a sinecure 

He never cured at all I 
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“ The doctor look’d about my breast, 
And then about my back, 

And then he shook his head and said. 

‘ Your case looks very black.’ 

And first he sent me hot cayenne, 
And then gamboge to swallow. 

But still my fever would not turn 
To Scarlet or to Yellow ! 
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“With madder and with turrnoric 
He made his next attack ; 

But neither he nor all his drugs 
Could slop my dying blac':. 
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At last I got so sick of life, 

Aiid sick of being dosed, 

One Monday morning I gave up 
My physic and the ghost ! 

“ Oh, Phoebe dear, what pain it was 
To sever every tie 1 
You know black beetles feel as much 
As giants when they die — 

And if there is a bridal bed, 

Or bride of little worth. 

It’s lying in a bed of mould, 

Along with Mother Earth. 

“ Alas ! some happy, happy day 
In churcli I hoped to stand, 

And like a mull' of sable skin 
ilecc'ive your lily hand ; 

Put sternly with that piebald inaich 
My fate untimely clashes — 

For now, like Pompe-double-i, 

Pm sleeping in my ashes ! 

“ And now farewell ! — a last farewell 1 
I’m wanted down below, 

And have but time enough to add 
One word before I go, — 

In mourning crape and bombazine 
Ne’er spend your precious pelf — 
Don’t go in black for me, — for I 
Can do it for myself. 

“ Henceforth within my grave I rest. 
But Death who there inherits. 
Allow’d my spirit leave to come. 

You seem’d so out of spirits; 
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But do not sigh, and do not cry. 

By grief too much engross’d — 

Nor, for a ghost of colour, turn 
The colour of a ghost ! 

Again farewell, my Phoebe dear ! 

Once more a last adieu ! 

For I must make myself as scarce 
As swans of sable hue. 

From black to grey, from gn^y to nought, 
^rhe shape began to fade, — 

And, like an egg, though not so white, 
Tlie Ghost was newly laid 1 
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THE WAR WITH CHINA. 


“ Mistress of herself, tho* Ciiina fall.’*— P op k. 


“ 1 can’t understand it/’ said my Uncle, throwing down on 
the table the pamplilet he had been reading, and looking up 
over the fireplace, at the great picture of Canton, painted b^y his 
elder brother, when he was mate of an East Indiaraan. My 
Aunt was seated beside my Uncle, with lier cotton-box, playing 
at working; and Cousin Tom was working at playing, in a 
corner. As for my father and myself, we had dropped in as 
usual after a walk, to take our tea, wdiich through an old con- 
nexion with Cathay, was certain to be first-rate at the cottage. 
“Why on earth,” continued my Uncle, — “why on earth we 
should go to war about the Opium business quite passes my 
comprehension.” 

“ And mine too,” chimed in my Aunt, whose bent it was to 
put in a word, and put out an argument, as often as she had an 
opportunity ; “ I always thought opium was a lulling, soothing 
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sort of thing, more likely to compose people’s passions than to 
stir them up.” 

My Uncle looked at the speaker with much the same expres- 
sion as that of the great girl in Wilkie’s picture, who is at once 
frowning and smiling at the boy’s grotesque mockery of the 
Blind Fiddler — for iny Aunt’s allusion to the sedative qualities 
of opium was amusing iti itself, but provoking, as interrupting 
the discourse. 

The Sulpluir question,” she continued, “ is quite a diiferent 
thing. That’s all about brimstone and combustibles; and it 
would only be of a piece if we were to send our men-of-war, awd 
frigates, and fireships, to bombard Mount Vesuvius.” • 

** I should like to see it,” said my Father, in his quietest 
tone, and witli his gravest face, for he was laughing inwardly at 
tlie proposed Grand Display of Pyrotechnics! 

“To go back,” resumed my Uncle, “to the very beginning of 
the business ; first, we have Captain Elliot, who wishes to give 
the Chinese admiral a chop ” 

“ And a very civil thing of him, too,” remarked my Aunt. 

“Eh! — what?” exploded my Uncle, as snappishly as a 
Waterloo cracker. 

“ To be sure,” said my Aunt, in a deprecating tone, it 
might be a Friday, and a fast day, as to meat ” 

“ As to what ? ” 

“As to meat,” repeated ray Aunt, resolutely, “I have always 
understood that the Catholic priests and the Jesuits were the 
first to go converting the Chinese.” 

“Phool nonsense!” ejaculated my Uncle. “A chop is a 
document,” 

“Well, it’s not my fault,” retorted my Aunt, “if things 
abroad are called by their wrong names. What is a chop, then, 
in Chinese — I mean a pork or mutton one — is it called a docu- 
ment P ” 
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My Uncle gave a look upwards, worthy of Job himself. He 
was sorely tempted — but he translated the rising English oath 
into a French shrug and grimace. My Father tried to mend 
matters as usual. “ After all, brother,” he said, “ my sister’s 
mistake was natural and womanly — especially in a mistress of a 
house, who has to think occasionally of chops and steaks. Be- 
sides, she has had greater blunderers to keep her in countenance 
— you remember the needless resentment there was about the 
* Barbarian Eye.’ ” 

“ To be s^re he does,” said my Aunt ; “ and why should I 
1)0 expected to know Chinese any more than Lonl Mclbouriu!, 
or Lord Palmerston, or Lord-Knows-Who, — especially when it’s 
such a difficult language besides, and a single letter stands for a 
whole chapter, like the Egyptian hieroglyphics ? ” 

“But what says the pamphleteer?” said my Father, deliber- 
ately putting on his spectacles, and taking up the brochure from 
the table. 

“Why, he says,” replied my Uncle, “ that opium is a bane- 
ful drug, that it produces the most demoralising effects on the 
consumers ; and that we have no right to go to Avar to force a 
noxious article down the throats of our fellow-creatures.” 

“ No, nor a wholesome one, neither,” returned my Father, 
“as the judge said to the woman when she killed her child for 
not taking its physic. But what have we here — a return of our 
exports to the Celestial Empire? ” 

“ The author means to imply,” said my Uncle, “ that if the 
Chinese did not chew and smoke so much opium, they would 
have more money to lay out on our Birmingham and Manches- 
ter manufactures.” 

“Pretty nonsense, indeed I” exclaimed my Aunt. “As if 
the Chinese could smoke printed cottons and calicoes, and cheuv 
Brummagem luirdware and cutlery, like the ostriches ! ” 

“ I believe it is but a Brummagem argument after all,” said 
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my Father, “ a mercantile interest plated over with morality. 
It*s the old story in the spelling-book — ‘ There^s nothing like 
leather.* The pamphleteer and Commissioner Lin are both of 
a mind in condemning a drug in which they are not druggists ; 
but how comes it that the deleterious, demoralising effects of 
the article are found out only in 1840 ? — The opium trade with 

China is of long standing — ^it is as old as ** 

“ Fobinson Crusoe,*’ cried a small voice from the corner of 
the room, where Cousin Tom had been listening to the discourse 
and making a paper-kite at the same time. 
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Eobinsoii Fiddlesticks 1 ” cried my Aunt ; “ boys oughtn’t 
to talk about politics. What in the world has opium- chewing 
to do with a desert island ? ” 

** He had a whole cargo of it,” muttered Tom, when he 
went on his voyage to China.” 

“ The lad’s right,” said my Father. “ Go, Tom, and fetch 
the book,” — and Defoe’s novel was produced in a twinkling. 
“The lad’s right,” repeated my Father, reading aloud from the 
book, — “here’s the very passage. *From Suraatn,’ says 
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Crusoe, ‘ we went to Siam, where we exchanged some of our 
wares for opium and some arrack — the first a commodity which 
bears a great price amongst the Chinese, and which at that time 
was much wanted there.’ ” 

** That’s to the point, at any rate,” said my Uncle, with a nod 
of approbation to the boy. But my Aunt did not so much 
relish Tom’s victory, and on some household pretence took her- 
self out of the room. 

It is a sad job this war, and I am sorry for it,” said my 
Father, with a serious shake of his head. “ I liave always had 
a sneaking kindness for the Chinese, as an intelligent and in- 
genious people- We have outrun them now in the race of eivili- 
sation ; but, no doubt, there was a time when comparatively they 
were refined, and we were the barbarians.” 

It is. impossible to doubt it,” said my Uncle, with great 
animation. “ To say nothing of tlieir invention of gunpowder, 
and their discovery of the mariner’s comjiass, look at their earthen- 
ware. For my own part, I am particularly fond of old china. 
It is, I may say, quite a passion — inherited perhaps from my 
grandmother, with several closets full of the antique Oriental 
porcelain. She used to say it was a genteel taste.” 

“ And she had Horace Walpole,” said my Father, to back 
her opinion.” 

**To be sure she had,” replied ray Uncle, eagerly : “and the 
Chinese must be a genteel people. It is sufficient to look at 
their elegant tea-services, to convince one that they arc not made, 
any more than their vessels, of the commoner earth. You feel 
at once ” 

“ That Slang Whang is a gentleman,” said my Father, ** and 
Nan King a lady, in spite of their names.” 

My Uncle paid no attention to the joke, but went on in a 
strain to have delighted Father Mathew. “ To look at a Chinese 
service,” he said, “ is enough of itself to make one a teetotaller. 
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It inspires one — at least it does me — with the Exquisite’s horror 
of malt liquor and such gross beverages. Indeed, to compare 
our drinking- vessels with the Chinese, they are like horse-buckcts 
to bird-glasses ; and, remembering their huge flagons, and black- 
jacks and wassail -bowls, our Gothic and Saxon ancestors must 
have been a little coarse,' not to say hoggish, in their draughts.” 



4 . IKK-TOTALLBH. 

“They must, indeed,” said my Father. 

“ Now here is a delicate drinking-vessel,” continued my Uncle, 
taking up from a side-table a cup hardly large enougli for a fairy 
to get into. “ What sort of liquor ought one to expect from 
such a pretty little chalice ? ” 

“At a guess,” replied my Father, very gravely, “nothing 
coarser than mountain-dew.” 

“Yes,” said my Uncle, with enthusiasm; “to drink out of 
such a diminutive calyx, all enamelled with blossoms, is indeed 
like to the poetical fancy of sipping dew out of a flower I And 
then the Sylph to whom only such a cup could belong ” 

“ She must have had thinner lips than a Negro,” said my 
Father. 

“ And what a ladylike hand ! ” exclaimed my Uncle ; “ for 
such a Liliputian utensil would escape from any but the most 
feminine fingers.” 
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‘‘ Her hand must be like her foot,” said my Father, “ which 
is never bigger than a child’s.” 

“ And here, again, we have a proof of refinement,” said my 
Uncle. Walking is generally considered in Europe as a vulgar 
and common exercise for a lady, and it shows the extreme deli- 
cacy of the vrell-bred Chinese female, that as far as possible she 
makes a conventional impropriety a physical impossibility.” 

“ And it is somewhat remarkable,” said my Father, “ that 
the Chinese gentlemen have an appendage, formerly indispensa- 
ble with the politest nation in the world in its politest time — 
the pigtail.” 

“ Exactly,” said my Uncle. “ But here is the lady,” and he 
took up another of his grandmother’s brittle legacies, ** on a 
plate that ought to be a plate to Moore’s ‘ Paradise and the 
Peri.’ Just hold it up towards the window, and observe its 
transparency, softening down the sunshine, you observe, to a 
sort of moonlight.” 

“Very transparent, indeed,” said my Father, “And yon- 
der is Nan King herself, fetching a walk by that blue river.” 

“ Yes, bluer than the Rhine,” said my Uncle, “ though it has 
not been put into poetry. And look at the birds, and fruits, 
and flowers ! And then that pretty rural temple ! ” 

“ Is it on the earth or in the sky ? ” asked my Father, 

“ Whichever you please,” said my Uncle : “ and the garden 
is all the more Edenlike for that ingenious equivocation. There 
is no horizon, you observe, but a sort of blending, as we may 
suppose there was in Paradise, of earth and heaven.” 

“Very poetical, indeed,” said my Father, “And those 
curly-tailed swallows, and those crooked gudgeons may be flying 
or swimming at the option of the spectator.” 

“Exactly so,” said my Uncle; “and there you have the 
superior fancy of the Chinese. A Staffordshire potter would 

leave nothing to the imagination. He would never dream of 
VOL. Ill, 16 
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building a castle in the air, or throwing a bridge over no- 
thing.” 

“ He would not indeed,” said my Father, ** even if he could 
get an act of parliament for it/* 

“ Not he,** cried my Uncle. All must be fact with him — 
no fiction. But it is otherwise with the Chinese. They have 
been called servile and literal copyists — but on the contrary, 
they have more boldness and originality than all our Royal 
Academy put together. For instance, here is a road, the farther 
end of which is lost in that white blank, which may or may 

not stand for the atmosphere *’ 

“ And yet,** said my Father, “ that little man in petticoats is 
walking up it as if he had an errand at the other end.** 

“ For aught we know,’* said my Uncle, “ it may be an alle- 
gory — and I have often fancied that the paintings on their 
vessels were scenes from their tales or poems. In the meantime 
we may gather some hints of the character of the people from 
their porcelain, — that they arc literary and musical, and from 
the frequent occurrence of figures of children, that they are of 
affectionate and domestic habits. And, above all, that they are 
eminently un warlike, and inclined only to peaceful and pastoral 
pursuits. I do not recollect ever seeing an armedfigure, weapons, 
or any allusions to war, and its attributes, in any of their enamels.** 
So much the worse for them,** said my Father : “ for they 
are threatened with something more than a tempest in a teapot. 
It will be like the china vessel in the old fable, coming in con- 
tact with the brazen one. There will be a fine smash, brother, 
of your favourite ware ! ” 

“ A smash ! where ? ** inquired my Aunt, who had just en- 
tered the room, and imperfectly overheard the last sentence. 
** What are you talking of? ** 

** Of a Bull in a China Shop,” said my Father, with a hard 
wink at my Uncle. 
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“ Yes, tliat*8 a dreadful smash, sure enough,” said my Aunt. 
** There was Mrs. Starkey, who keeps the great Staffordshire 
warehouse at Smithfield Bars — she had an overdriven beast run 
into her shop only last week. At first, she says, he was quiet 
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enough, for besides racing up and down St. John Street, he had 
been bullock-hunted all over Islington and Hoxton fields, and 
that had taken the wildness out of him. So at first he only 
stood staring at the jugs, and mugs, and things, as if admiring 
he patterns.” 

" And pray,” inquired my Uncle, “ where was Mrs. Starkey 
in the meantime?” 

” Why, the shopman, you see, had crept under the counter 
for safety, and Mrs. Starkey was in the back-parlour, and saw 

everything by peeping through a crack of the green curtain 
15 — » 
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over the glass-door. So the mad Bull stood staring at the 
crockery, quiet enough; when, unluckily, with a swish of his 
tail, he brought down on his back a whole row of pipkins that 
hung over head. I suppose he remembered being pelted about 
the streets : for the clatter of the earthenware about his ears 
seemed to put him up afresh, for he gave a stamp and a bellow 
that made the whole shop shake again, and down rattled a great 
jug on his hind quarters. Well, round turns the Bull, quite 
savage, with another loud bellow, as much as to say, ‘ I should 
like to know who did that ? * when what should he see by bad 
luck but a china figure of a Mandarin, as big as our Tom there, 
a-grinning and nodding at him with its head.” 

“ Commissioner Lin,” said my Father, with a significant nod 
at my Uncle. 

Mrs. Starkey thinks,” continued my Aunt, “ that the mad 
Bull took the china figure for a human creature, and particularly 
as its motions made it look so lifelike, — however, the more the 
Bull stamped and bellowed, the more the Mandarin grinned and 
nodded his head, till at long and at last, the Bull got so 
aggravated, that sticking his tail upright, Mrs. Starkey says, as 
stiff as the kitchen poker, he made but one rush at thr; china 
Mandarin, and smashed him all into shivers.” 

“ And there you have the whole history,” said my Father, 
with another nod to my Uncle, “ of a War with China.” 


A POPULAK FALLACY. 

“ When you are eating^ leave off hungry.^' 

Bo no such thing. Supposing your Appetite to be Jionest 
and hearty — ^no pampered craving for delicacies, but a natural 
demand for wholesome food — why then, no shabby instalments, 
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no ounce-in-the-pound compositions with Hunger. Pay in full. 
The claim of the stomach is a just one ; and let it be hand- 
somely satisfied. The constitution, physical or moral, must be 
peculiar that can derive either comfort or benefit from perpetual 
dunning. 

Leave off hungry! — Pshaw! — as well say, when you are 
washing yourself, leave off dirty. There is only one reasonable 
reason that can be urged in favour of thus bringing a Meal to 
an “ untimely end ** — namely, that you cannot get enough to 
eat. In such a case Necessity makes the rule absolute, and you 
may leave off as hungry as a hunter, who has not caught his 
hare. But with the whole joint before you, cat your fill. As 
for the rule, there is only one maxim of the kind that is worth 
any thing — viz. when you are dying^ leave off alive. 
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“ UP THE RHINE.” 

Why, Tourist, why 
With Passports have to do 
Pr'ythee stay at home and pass 
The Port and Sherry too. 
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Why, Tourist, why 

To foreign climes repair P 
Pr’ythee take thy German Flute, 
And breathe a German air. 


Why, Tourist, why 
The Seven Mountains view ? 
Any one at home can tint 
A hill with Frussiaa Elue. 
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Why, Tourist, why 
To old Colonia*s walls P 
Sure, to see a Wrettkh Dome, 
One needn’t leave St. Paul’s. 


A BULL. 


One day, no matter where or when. 

Except ’twas after some Hibernian revel, 

For why ? an Irishman is ready then 
“ To play the Devil ” — 

A Pat, whose surname has escaped the Bards, 
Agreed to play with Nick a game at cards. 

The stake, the same that the old Source of Sin 
Prom German Paustus and his German Cousins 
Had won by dozens ; 

The only one in fact he cares a pin 
To win. 

By luck or roguery of course Old Nick 
Won ev’ry trick : 

The score was full, the last tum-up had done it — 
“ Your soul — I’ve won it I ” 

“It’s true for you Fve lost that same,” 

Said Pat a little hazy in his wits — 

“ My soul is yours — but come, another game — 
Double^ or quits I ” 
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SPECULATIONS OP A NATUEALIST. 


“ Cnn nn oyster tliiiik ? ” 

Of all things living — if it can be called living never to see 
life,— there is none so inanimate as an Oyster. Confined to its 
nailve spot, — literally bedridden, and knowing no change, but 
the opening and shutting of its chamber-door — a fixture in its 
own house— always at home, like the grate — no squatter but a 
decided settler, — it is, as the Americans say, in an “ eternal fix.** 
It was once thought impossible that a horse could come to be 
shaved, which however has since happened ; but a similar pre- 
diction may safely be made concerning an oyster. The barber 
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must come to the beard, or the oyster must live everlastingly 
unshorn like the Wandering Jew, but without his wandering. 
It can no more leave its shell than a corpse its coffin. All the 
divisions of New Police, with all their Sergeants and Superintend- 
ents, might order it in vain to move on — it is “ no go per- 
sonified. 

Primd facie it seems impossible that such a squab should 
cogitate. In spite of.^Spurzheim, who affirms that the substance 
of the human brain resembles that of an oyster, it is dilHcult to 
believe that there is any intellectual faculty in such a lump of 
animal blanc-mange — that it ever even thinks of thinking. Is it so 
much as aware metaphysically of its own existence— Cogito, ergo 
stm? Can it entertain an idea, natural or acquired — by in- 
tuition, which is a sort ^‘of private tuition,’* — or otherwise? 
Has it any little notions — except material ones — of anything at 
all, from the cosmogony of the world downwards? Can it 
meditate — put this and that together — reflect — or perform any 
mental act whatever ? Does it ever theorise — for example, as 
to the tides ? Or ever draw an inference, — e, g. that a catlicdral 
stall must be better than a stall in the street ? Can it draw a 
comparison — as between itself and a rolling-Gtoiie ? Or form a 
notion of motion ? Or of a locomotive machine, — for example, 
the Colcliester Coach ? Can it muse, or compose a Psychological 
Curiosity ? Can it go wool-gathering — or into a brown study 
— or into a fit of abstraction — without the help of a knife ? 
Docs it ever get to its wits’ end— or even to their beginning ? 
In short, lias it a mind of its own ? 

These are difficult queries ; and the more so, that the dumb 
sheU-fish, if it have any thinkings, whether poetical Night 
Thoughts or prosaical day ones, such as Thoughts on the Cur- 
rency — Thoughts on the Corn laws; — or still more cogent 
Thoughts on the Corporation and Testaceous Acts — is inevitably 
condemned to keep its Thoughts to itself. 



284 


NOT IN «BOZ.» 


In the meantime, our servant, this morning, has brought from 
the fish-market a fine living Crab, with an oyster, by way of 
rider, sticking right and tight on the back sheU. Here, then, 
appears something like a glimmering of reason and foresight ; 
for if the Bivalve had fastened on any common scaly fish, it 
might easily have been rubbed off, wilfully or accidentally ; 
whereas, from the hard crust of Cancer it was as difficult to dis- 
lodge as the Old Man of the Sea. Again, there is much seem- 
ing sagacity in the selection of the Amphibious reptile ; for sup- 
posing an Oyster to indulge a wish for seeing the world, where 
could it have chosen a better Conveyancer, than one accustomed, 
besides sea voyages, to occasional travels on land ? 

This certainly resembles the exercise of a reasoning faculty ; 
however opposed certain analogies may be to such a conclusion. 
But an Oyster is very anomalous — and for example in this : — 
That you must take it out of its heel before you can tuck it in ! 


NOT IN “BOZ.” 

“Tll tell you what it is,” said Mr. Weller to Mr. Hatband ; 
“ there’s no doubt in the world that the Eailways will prove very 
injurious to Coaches, and Coachmen, and to Horses in pai tickler* 
by throwing so many hanimals out o’ work, and by censekens 
out 0* bread, or at least boats. But that’s nothing to the ruin- 
ation that will be inflicted on Gen’l’men in your own line — 
namely, the Undertakers. And for this reason, tlwit the more 
the popperlation is brought to untimely ends by them destruc- 
tive engine^, the less demand there will be for shells or coffins. 
For, you see, between their Up and Down Trains, and their 
violent collusions agin each other, the poor relicts of mortality 
will be smashed to sich a flat compass, that there will be no 
berrying on ’em, except in portfolios.” 
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“ Whatever is, is right.” — P ope. 

“Laissez aller.” — Ivanhok. 

“ Adieu, mcs amis ! — I am gone down below. Mais, tout 
doucement, Monsieur Jacques — ^you will break your bead ! ” 

The language was doubtful ; but the accent and tone were 
80 decidedly French, that the pictorial faculty immediately pre- 
sented a meagre, sallow-faced figure, — a sort of Monsieur 
Mallet or Morbleu — as the next addition to the company in the 
crowded cabin of the Lord Melville. Thanks to National 
Prejudice, fostered by State Policy, and confirmed by our Anti- 
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Gallican Dramatists and Caricaturists, it has always been the 
popular notion that le Bosuf Gras was the only fat animal in 
France. Indeed, some thirty or forty years ago, — “when 
George the Third was King,” — ^the celebrated Living Skeleton 
would have been considered as a fair average specimen of his 
countrymen. A Frenchman any stouter than Romeo’s starved 
Apothecary was a pliysical impossibility : — at the utmost, like his 
own Mat dc Cocagne, he might become greasy, but not fat. 
Such was, in reality, my own impression in early life; and 
hence the Eidolon my fancy had conjured up of a foreigner. 

“ As long, And lank, and brown, 

As is tiie ribb'd sea-sand ! ” 

It was, however, a very diilereiit Personage who came stooping 
and labouring through the narrow aperture, which he quite filled 
up — ^like a pig squeezing into a hen-house. As the Man-Moun- 
tain entered hackward^t and almost bent double, the mind un- 
avoidably recurred to the Stout Gentleman of Washington Irv- 
ing ; whom the iicw-comer quite equalled in bulk, and rather ex- 
ceeded in boisterousness ; for he had taken his wine on board 
before embarking : and a little Achates who came with }iim 
hud no small trouble in checking, or rather trying to check, the 
Big man’s exuberant gaiety. It would have been as easy to 
persuade Falstatf into Quakerism. 

In the meantime the old Prejudice set to work, and I could 
not help thinking — in common, perhaps, with two-thirds of the 
passengers then present — that so hearty and well fed a fellow — 
big enough for a Small farmer — ^ruddy enough for a butcher — 
and jolly enough for a Jack Tgr — ought to have been an English- 
man ; and, as if to countenance this theory, the Stmnger not 
only had some knowledge of our language, but exhibited very 
decided symptoms of Anglomania. He had travelled somewhere 
— perhaps between Paris and Calais — by an English Stage- 
Coach ! and struck, no doubt, by the superiority of whip, drag, 
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and team, the beautiful turn-out, and the admirable performance 
of horse and man, compared with the foreign Diligence and its 
cattle, had imbibed the fancy for the “ Road ** so prevalent 
among ourselves. In particular, one of the phrases of the craft 
had burnt itself into his heart like a love-posy. It haunted him 
like a tune. Tn season or out of season, and intertwined with 
the most opposite topics, it was continually dropping from his 
lips, or rather rattling with a strong guttural emphasis from his 
throat, as thus : “ All r-r-r-r-right, — let them go I ” 

The night was close and sultry, the passengers were nu- 
merous, and the cabin was, of course, none the cooler for the 
arrival of such a huge warm, breathing body, displacing an 
equal bulk of air. 

“ Sapperment ! qu*il fait chaud I ” ejaculated the fat French- 
man, as he seated himself next his friend, at the end of one of 
the long tables. “ Allons, mon ami — we must drink ! ” and, 
as he spoke, he intercepted the steward’s mate, Hold, boy I 
gar^on, — bring here some grogs.” 

His companion vainly remonstrated against this order, alleg- 
ing that the other had already drunk more tlian enough ; but 
the Frenchman was resolute. 

“ Bah ! ce n’est rien — I am not bottlesome-— du tout ! du 
tout! All r-r-r-r-r-right — soyez tranquille. Ah! ah! here 
come the grogs — let them go ! ” 

A glass of rum-and-water was mixed and swallowed in a 
twinkling ; and a second was about to follow, when the friend 
anxiously interfered, and at last, by signs, desired the boy to 
take away the bottle and glass. 

** All r-r*r-r-right — let them go ! ” said the Frenchman ; but 
meaning quite the reverse, for unsuiting the action to the word, 
he made a snatch at the departing spirit. “ Diable 1 stop ! 
halte lit! — give me my grogs.” 

No, no ; take it away.” 
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*' Mais, non — donnez-moi, vous dis-je ! — give it to me ! ** 

** But, my dear fellow ** 

“ Chut, chut ! vous etes ivre. You see me drink two glasses 
for one.’’ 

” But the passengers want to go to sleep.” 



A WOBK OF BUPSEEBOOATIOK. 


All r-r-r-right — let them, go ! ” said the Frenchman. " Ah ! 
15, voila 1 ” and he replaced the rum-bottle on the table : “ h 
present — tenez, la vie est courte — il faut boire. Your good 
healths, gentlemens. Yive I’Angleterre ! T am going to ride 
all over you in a coach — ah, si beaux chevaiix I all r-r-r-right — 
st-st—peste I I have broke the bottle all to bits I — ^hollo, boy I 
— more grogs.” 

” My good fellow, do be quiet : you had better get into bed.” 

A la bonne heure, — get into it yourself— go inside; pour 
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moi, non. I shall drink a bit more. Hola, boy! steward! 
come I vite ! quick 1 the grogs ! the grogs ! the grogs ! Bon : 
c*est un brave garqon ! Now then, Sir, all r-r-r-right — bon 
voyage — let them go ! ” 

“ Pray don’t drink any more.” 

“Mon ami, d votre sante. It is good stuff! Encore un 
coup, — trink, boys, trink — grogs for ever I — Allons, chantons 
un peu, — La, la, la, lira la * 

“ Hush I hush ! they are all in bed.” 

‘•'No such thing; there are two misters at the other table, 
Mais, non, he is only one. Never mind. Ah ! ah, — void Ic 
Capitaine — My friend, will you not have some grogs ? Allons 
— goutez — where do you change your horses ? Allons ! — ha 1 
ha! — aU r-r-right — let them go! n’est-ce-pas ? — Attendez, — 
one day I will be a whip — parbleu, je les ferai trottcT — comme 
quatre ! — eh, mon ami ? Mais voyez done, il cst inalade — e’est 
sa faute — he would not take some grogs! — Oui, e’est qa — 1 
must take warning of him — llolal boy! — some more — some 
more grogs. Quick I fast ! — or else 1 shall be sick. Look at 
my old fellow — ah le pauvre ! — there he goes into his bed. 
Adieu, mon cher — dormez bien. A present — allons — buvons 
nous autres — bu-bu-bu-buvons — and so forth, till the jovial 
Frenchman dropping his head on the table, fairly muttered him- 
self into a doze. Sleep could now go to sleep ! and snorings, 
pitched in various keys, began to sound from the different sides 
of the cabin. 

The calm, however, was short : all at once there was a tre- 
mendous bounce that shook the very timbers of the vessel as if 
she had touched on a sand-bank. The Man Mountain had tum- 
bled from his seat, and was rolling and talking on the floor. 

“ Mou Dieu I qu’y-a-t-il ? — have failed off the coach — oui, 
e’est qa — here is some bags and boxes — no, it is the ship ! — 
Help — hola ! Boy I garqon I — ha I ha 1 ha I — e’est bien drole I 
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—Bon I here ia the boy ! — tenez — tout doucement — all r-r-r.right 
— ^pick up my head and my legs — ^let them go I ” 

The boy heaved and hauled, as the sailors say, “ with a will ’* 
at the prostrate carcass ; but to raise such a body on its legs 
was no easy task, and to keep it perpendicular was still more 
difficult. Long and ludicrous was the struggle, till even Sleep, 
who had waked in a cross temper, was compelled to smile at the 
awkwardness of the scramble. At last, by dint of hugging and 
tugging, and heaving and twisting, the good-humoured Monster, 
who had never ceased talking, was propped up in a corner of 
the cabin. 
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“Bon I all r-r-righti — je voua remercie infiniuient— come, 
you shall drink some — mais, regardez— quel dommage 1— there 
has been one — ^how do you call it ? — quite a spill.” 

“Have you hurt yourself?” enquired the friend from the 
bed. 

“Not a morsel I — ^Dieu merci I — sound wind and sound limb. 
Some grogs will make all well. Mais, parbleu, il fait grand 
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vent ! ** and the speaker gave a tremendous stagger, and then a 
plunge over the opposite table. 

“By Jove, I can *t stand it!” exclaimed the friend, bolting 
feet foremost from his berth. “ He*ll dash out his brains ! 

“ All r-r-r-right ! muttered the fat Frenchman--*' let them 
go!" 

* * * itt * 

The morning after my arrival in London, my fortune afforded 
me another glimpse of the Jolly Foreigner. lie was occupying 
rather more than his share of the box-scat of a long stage. The 
coach was on the point of starting, — the driver was buckling his 
reins, and the helpers stood ready to snatch the cloths from the 
wheelers; — the Fat Frenchman, with his lips moving, as if 
silently rehearsing the favourite phrase, was intently watching 
the progress of the buckling ; and no sooner was it completed, 
than — anticipating the coachman, and with a gusto not to bo 
described in print — forth rattled, as guttural as ever, the appro- 
priate sentence — “ All r-r-r-r-r-right — let them go I ** 


ANACBEONTIC 

FOa THE NEW YEAR. 


Come, fill up the Bowl, for if ever the glass 
Found a proper excuse or fit season. 

For toasts to be honour'd, or pledges to pass. 

Sure, this hour brings an exquisite reason : 

For hark I the last chime of the dial has ceased. 

And Old Time, who his leisure to cozen. 

Had finish’d the Months, like the flasks at a feast. 

Is preparing to tap a fresh dozen ! 

Hip 1 Hip 1 and Hunahl 
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Then fill, all ye Happy and Free, unto whom 
The past Year has been pleasant and sunny ; 

Its months each as sweet as if made of the bloom 
Of the thyme whence the bee gathers honey — 

Days usher’d by dew-drops, instead of the tears, 

May be wrung from some wretchedcr cousin— 

Then fill, and with gratitude join in the cheers 
That triumphantly hail a fresh dozen ! 

Hip ! Hip ! and Hurrah I 

And ye, who have met with Adversity’s blast. 

And been bow’d to the earth by its fury ; 

To whom the Twelve Months, that have recently jKiss’d, 
Were as harsh as a prejudiced jury, — 

Still, fill to the Future 1 and join in our chime. 

The regrets of remembrance to cozen. 

And having obtained a New Trial of Time, 

Shout in hopes of a kindlier dozen ! 

Hip 1 Hip ! and Hurrah ! 
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A POPULAR FALLACY. 

It is dishonest to deprive me* of my goods “against my 
will.’* It is a dead robbery to make free with my live-stock. 
It is felony to abstract from my dwelling-house. It is larceny 
to take my purse or my handkerchief, my watch or my snuff- 
box. It is picking and stealing to thin my apples. It is theft 
to walk off with my shoes or stockings. It is prigging to sneak 
away with a tea-spoon. It is pilfering to appropriate my tooth- 
pick or my loose change. It is filching to convey my hat from 
its peg, or my cloak from the hall. It is breach of trust to 
abscond with a few of my pounds, though I may have thousands 
still left at my banker’s. But it is only a joke, forsooth, to run 
away with my knocker, and leave me without a rajp. 

THE PURSUIT OF LETTERS. 

The Germans for Learning enjoy great repute ; 

But the English make Letters still more a pursuit ; 

For a Cockney will go from the banks of the Thames 

To Cologne for an <9, and to Nassau for M*s, 

RIDDLE. 

Why is a shepherd like an unfortunate man? — Because he 
always has “ a crook in his lot.” 

A REFLECTION. 

When Eve upon the first of Men 

The apple press’d with specious cant, 

Oh ! what a thousand pities then 

That Adam was not Adamant I 
16-^2 
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SUSPENDED ANIMATION. 


Some time ago a Professional Friend, who was engaged in 
the study of Comparative Anatomy, became desirous of dissect- 
ing a Monkey. To this end he applied at a certain Menagerie, 
where he selected and purchased an animal of the required 
species, and which he directed to be killed, and then forwarded 
to his residence. Accordingly the next day, he received, per 
Camberwell carrier, a large basket with the following genuinh ** 
epistle : — 
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“Sir, — Wen this cams to Hand the Monkey is in the 
Hamper. And hope he will give Satisfaxionhavin bean carefully 
Kild without injery to the Carcus so as to be fit for a Specimin 
in Nateral Histry or anytomical purpus as may be preferd. 

“ Me and Maples had a long consultin as to the puttiu on 
Him to deth, and at last both concludid the most properest 
Way would be Hangin, becos of his striking reseinblans to the 
Human specius. Witch was dun acording and as like a Man as 
possibil xcept his repetid diming up the rope with his hind legs 
as in course a Christian cant no how. Besides being so power- 
ful in his lims, as obleeged me and Maples to pull at his diftercnt 
legs, and even then cut capers astonishin and kickt like fun. 
Whereby he died very Hard, and witch not bein acompanied 
with old close and perquisits, like other hangings, we humbly 
iiope will be considered over and above his price as a Subject, 
besides the shock to feelings with a hanimal wc*d bean ac- 
quainted with for so many years. Poor Jocko I Both on us 
can shew the old marks of his Bites. 

“ Sir, — Me and Maples both thort it was a grate pitty you 
or sum other siantificle Gentleman warnt present yourself at the 
Execushun to studdy his dying fizzogonomy witch showd to 
partickler lively effect from not haviii any Cap drawed over his 
tace like a feller cretur. Whereby you rnito see every mug he 
cut agrcable to his struggles, and as sicli an advantage not to 
be enjoyed at the Old Bailey. Luckly he settled at last with a 
plcsant sort of grinnin expression on his feturs, and Maples 
tliink would stuff lovely, provided you was not bent on his 
Skelliton. In witch case if it wood not be axing too grate a 
faver for me and Maples to be present at the cuttin on him up, 
bavin knowed him so long at the Menagcry it wood be a Plea- 
sure to see the last on him and partikly his Interium wether 
like our own specius inside as well as out. And excusing the 
libberty of the hint Maples consider a Monkey must have some 
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uncommon sort of Brains to stand so much, swinging with there 
Heds downards. With witch I remane Sir 

Your very Humble Servant to Command 
James Baycroft. 

“P.S. If you wood like to disect a Kangeroo we have one as 
is open to Terms.” 

In spite, however, of “me and Maples,” the hamper was no 
sooner opened than up jumped Jocko as vigorous as ever, and in 
a trice was jabbering in the Unknown Tongue from the top of 
the bookcase. In consideration of his past sufferings and his 
narrow escape, the poor Monkey was allowed by the Doctor to 
live out his natural term ; but like “ ill-hangit Maggie ” he had 
always a thraw in his neck, and, from some injury to the glottis, 
was apt to make what his old keepers would perhaps liave 
called “ gallows faces ” whilst swallowing his victuals. 
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A CAUTION. 

Bbwabe of angering a Blind Man. For he will strike you^ 
M ioon as look at you* 
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**AirU IKLElfACHUB KNEW THAT HE BEHELD MmEUVA.” 


THE SCHOOLMISTRESS ABROAD. 

AN KXTllAVAGANZA. 


“ She tawht ’hem to sew and marke, 

All manner of sylkyn werkc, 

Of her they were ful fayne ,” — Romance of Emnre. 


CHAPTER I. 

A Schoolmistress ought not to travel — 

‘•No, Sir!” 

No, Madam — except on the map, There, indeed, she may 
skip from a blue continent to a green one — cross a pink isthmus 
/^traverse a Red, Black, or Yellow Sea — land in a purple island, 
or roam in an oiange desert, without danger or iudecorum* 
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'J'luirc she ma^y ascend dotted rivers, sojourn at capital cities, 
scale alps, and wade through bogs, without soiling her shoe, 
rumpling her satin, or showing her ankle. But as to practical 
travelling, — real joui’neying and voyaging, — oh, never, never, 
never ! 

“How, Sir! Would you deiy to a Preceptress all the ex- 
cursive pleasures of locomotion ? ” 

By no means, Miss. In the summer liolidays, when the days 
are long, and the evenings are light, there is no objection to a 
little trip by the railway — say to Wey bridge or Slough — pro- 
vided always — 

“Well, Sir?’* 

That she goes by a special train, and in a first-class carriage, 
“ Ridiculous I ” 

Nay, Madam — consider her pretensions. She is little short of 
a Divinity I — Diana, without the hunting 1 — a modernised 
Minerva !— the Representative of Womanhood in all its purity I 
Eve, in full dress, with a finished education — a Model of 
Morality — a Pattern of Propriety — the Puglewoman of her 
Sex 1 As such she must be perfect. No medium performance 
— no ordinary good-going, like that of an eight-day clock or a 
Dutch dial — will suffice for the character. She must be as 
correct as a prize chronometer. She must be her ow n Pros- 
pectus personified. Spotless in reputation, immaculate in her 
dress, regular in her habits, refined in her manners, elegant 
in her carriage, nice in her taste, faultless in her phraseology, 

and in her mind like — ^like 

“ Pray what, Sir ? ** 

Why, like your own chimney-ornament, Madam — a pure 
crystal fountain, sipped by little doves of alabaster. 

“A sweet pretty comparison ! Well, go on. Sir,” 

Now, look at travelling. At the best, it is a rambling,^ 
scrambling, shift-making, strange-bedding, irregular-mealing, 
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foreign-habiting, helter-skelter, higgledy-piggledy sort of pro- 
cess. At the very least, a female must expect to be rumpled and 
dusted; perhaps draggled, drenched, torn and roughcasted— and 
if not bodily capsized or thrown a summerset, she is likely to 
have her straitest-laced prejudices upset, and some of her most 
orthodox opinions turned topsyturvy. An accident of little 
moment to other women, but to a schoolmistress productive of 
a professional lameness for life. Then she is certain to be stared 
at, jabbered at, may be jeered at, and poked, pushed, and hauled 
at, by curious or officious foreigners — to be accosted by 
perfect and imperfect strangers — in short, she is liable to be 
revolted in her taste, shocked in her religious principles, dis- 
turbed in her temper, disturbed in her dress, and deranged in 
lier decorum. ]3ut you shall hear the sentiments of a School- 
mistress on the subject. 

“ Oh, a made-np letter.” 

No, Miss — a genuine epistle, upon my literary honour. Just 
look at the writing— the real copybook running-hand — not a t 
uncrossed — not an i undotted — not an illegitimate flourish of a 
letter, but each j and g and y turning up its tail like the pug 
dogs, after one regular established pattern. And pray observe 
her capitals. No sprawling K with a kicking leg — no trouble- 
some W making a long arm across its neighbour, and especially 
no great vulgar I) unnecessarily sticking out its stomach. Her 
H, you see, seems to have stood in the stocks, her I to 
have worn a backboard, and even her S is hardly allowed to be 
crooked. 


CHAPTER II. 

“PhooI phool it’s all banter,” exclaims the Courteous 
Reader. 

^^Banter be hanged I replies the Courteous Writer. But possibly, 
Day good Sir, you have never 6( cn that incomparable schoolmis- 
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Iress, Miss Crane, for a Miss she was, isj and would be, even if 
Campbell’s Last Man were to offer to her for the preservation of 
the species. One sight of her were, indeed, as good as a 
thousand, seeing that nightly she retires into some kind of 
mould, like a jelly shape, and turns out again in the morn- 
ing the same identical face and figure, the same correct, 
ceremonious creature, and in the same costume to a crinkle. 
But no — you never can have seen that She-Mentor, 
stiff as starch, formal as a Dutch hedge, sensitive as a 
Daguerreotype, and so tall, thin, and upriglit, that supposing 

the Tree of Knovv- 
ledgc to have bc^cn 
a poplar, she was the 
very Dryad to have 
fitted it ! Otlier- 
wise, remembering 
that unique imag(5, 
all fancy and frost 
work — so incrusted 
with crisp and brit- 
tle particularities — 
so bedecked alleg- 
orically with the 
primrose cf pru- 
dence, the daisy of 
decorum, the violet 
of modesty, and the 
X NOTH ov ADHiEXTiov. Illy of puilty, you 

would confess at once that such a Schoolmistress was as unfit to 
travel — xmpmked--%s> a Dresden China figure 1 
“ Excuse, me, Sir, but is there actually such a r^al 
personage 

Beal I Are there leal Natives — Real Blessings to Mothers— 
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— Real Del Monte shares, and Real Water at the AdelphiP 
Only call her * * * ♦ * instead of Crane, and she is a living, 
breathing, flesh and blood, skin and bone individual I Why, there 
are dozens, scores, hundreds of her Ex-Pupils, now grown 
women, who will instantly recognise their old Governess in the 
form with wliich, mixing up Grace and Gracefulness, she daily 
prefaced their rice-milk, batter-puddings, or raspberry-bolsters. 
As thus : 

“ For what we are going to receive — elbows, elbows 1 — the 
Lord make us — backs in and shoulders down — truly thankful — 
and no chattering — amen.” 

CHAPTER III. 

“ But the letter. Sir, the letter- 

“ Oh, I do so long,” exclaims one, who would be a stout 
young woman, if she did not wear a pinafore, “oh, 1 do so long 
to hear how a governess writes home I ” 

“ The professional epistle,” adds a tall, thin Instructress, 
genteelly in at the elbows, but shabbily out at the fingers* ends, 
for she has only twenty pounds per annum, with five quarters in 
arrear. 

The schoolmistress’s letter,” cries a stumpy Teacher — only 
a helper, but looking as important as if she were an educational 
coachwoman, with a team of her own, some fivc-and-twenty 
skittish young animals, without blinkers, to keep straight in the 
load of propriety. 

The letter, Sir,” chimes in a half-boarder, looking, indeed, 
as if she had only half-dined for the last half-year. 

“ Come, the letter you promised us from that paragon, Miss 
Cpne.” 

That’s true. Mother of the Muses, forgive me ! I had for- 
gotten my promise as utterly as if it had never been made. If 
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any one had furnished the matter with a hie and a ropedadder 
it could not have escaped more clearly from my remembrance. 
A loose tooth could not more completely have gone out of my 
head. A greased eel could not more thoroughly have slipped 
my memory. JSut here is the letter, sealed with pale blue wax, 
ind a device of the Schoolmistress’s own invention — namely, a 
note of interrogation (?) with the appropriate motto of “ an 
answer required.” And in token of its authenticity, pray ob- 
serve that the cover is duly -stamped, except that of the foreign 
postmark only the three last letters are legible, and yet even 
from these one may meat that the missive has come from 
Holland ; yes, as certainly as if it smelt of Dutch cheese, pickle- 
herrings, and Schie * * ♦ I But hark to Governess ! 
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My dear Miss Pabfitt, 

Under the protection of a superintending Providence, 
we have arrived safely at this place, which as you know is a sea- 
port in the Dutch dominions — chief city Amsterdam. 

For your amusement and improvement I did hope to composei 
a journal of our continental progress, with such references to 
Guthrie and the School Atlas as might enable you to trace our 
course on the Map of Europe. But unexpected vicissitudes of 
mind and body have totally incapacitated me for the pleasing 
task. Some social evening hereafter I may entertain our little 
juvenile circle with my locomotive miseries and disagreeables ; 
but at present my nerves and feeling are too discomposed for the 
correct flow of an epistolary correspondence. Indeed, from the 
Tower-stair to Rotterdam I have been in one universal tremor 



▲ DUTCH STSA.MXB. 

and perpetual blush. Such shocking scenes and positions, 
make one ask twenty times a day, is this decorum ? — can this be 
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morals P But I must not anticipate. Suffice it, that as regards 
foreign travelling it is my painful conviction, founded on per- 
sonal experience, that a woman of delicacy or refinement cannot 
go out of England without going out of herself ! 

The very first step from an open boat up a windy sliipside is 
an alarm to modesty, exposed as one is to the officious but odious 
attentions of the Tritons of the Thames. Nor is the steamboat 
itself a sphere for the preservation of self-respect. Jf there is 
any feature on which a British female prides herself, it is a 
correct and lady-like carnage. Tn that particular I quite coin- 
cide with Mrs. Chapone, Mrs. Hannah More, and other writers 
on the subject. But how — let me ask — how is a dignified deport- 
ment to be maintained when one has to skip and straddle over 
cables, ropes, and other nautical hon d'oemres — to scramble up 
and down impracticable stairs, and to clamber into inaccessible 
beds ? Not to name the sudden losing one’s centre of gravity, 
and falling into all sorts of unstudied attitudes on a sloppy and 
slippery deck. An accident that I may say reduces the elegant 
and the awkward female to the same level. You will be con- 
cerned, therefore, to learn that poor Miss Ruth had a fall, and 
in an unbecoming posture particularly distressing — namely, by 
losing her footing on the cabin flight, and coming down with a 
destructive launch into the steward’s pantry. 

For my own part, it has never happened to me within my re- 
membrance to make a false step, or to miss a stair : there is a 
certain guarded carriage that preserves one from such sprawling 
dhiouemmU‘-^\mi of course what the bard calls the “ poetry of 
motion,” is not to be preserved amidst the extempore rollings 
of an ungovernable ship. Indeed, within the last twenty-four 
hours, I have had to perform feats of agility more fit for a 
monkey than one of my own sex and species. Par example ; 
getting down from a bed as high as the copy-book board, and, 
what really is awfiil, with the sensation of groping about with 
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your feet and legs for a floor that seems to have no earthly ex- 
istence. I may add, the cabin-door left ajar and exposing you 
to the gaze of an obtrusive cabin-boy, as he is called, but quite 
big enough for a man. Oh^je ne jamais! 

As to the Mer Maladie, delicacy forbids the details ; but ay/^ 
Miss Ruth says, it is the height of human degradation ; and lo 
add to the climax of car letting down, we had to give way to the 
most humiliating impulses in the presence of several of the rising 
generation — dreadfully rude little girls who had too evidently 
enjoyed a bad bringing-up. 

To tell the truth, your poor Governess was shockingly indis- 
posed. Not that I had indulged my appetite at dinner, being 
too much disgusted 
with a public meal in 
promiscuous society, 
and as might be ex- 
pected, elbows on ta- 
ble, eating with knives, 
and even picking teeth 
with forks ! And then 
no grace, which as- 
suredly ought to be said 
both before and after, 
whether we are to re- 
tain the blessings or 
not. But a dinner at 
sea and a school din- 
ner, where we have 
even our regular beef 
and batter days, are two very different things. Then to allude to 
indiscriminate conversation, a great part of which is in a forejgii 
language, and accordingly places one in the cruel position *01 
hearing, without understanding a word of, the most libertine 
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and atheistical sentiments. Indeed, 1 fear I have too often been 
smiling complacently, not to say engagingly, when I ought 
rather to have been flashing with virtuous indignation, or even 
administering the utmost severity of moral reproof. I did en- 
a^avour, in one instance, to rebuke indelicacy ! but unfortunately 
froln standing near the funnel, was smutty all the while I was 
talking, and as school experience confirms, it is impossible to 
command respect with a black on one*s nose. 

Another of our Cardinal Virtues, personal cleanliness, is totally 
impracticable on ship-board; but without particularising, I will 
only name a general sense of grubbiness ; and as to dress, a 
rumpled and tumbled tout ensemble, strongly indicative of the low 
and vulgar pastime of rolling down Greenwich-hill ! And then, 
in such a costume to land in Holland, where the natives get up 
linen with a perfection and purity, as Miss Euth says, quite 
worthy of the primeval ages ! That, surely is bad enough — but 
to have one’s trunks rummaged like a suspected menial — to see 
all the little secrets of the toilette, and all the mysteries of a 
female wardrobe exposed to the searching gaze of a male oflicial 
— 0, shocking 1 shocking I 

In short, my dear, it is my candid impression, as regards 
foreign travelling, that except for a masculine tallylioying female 
of the Di Vernon genus, it is hardly adapted to our sex. Of 
this aUeast I am certain, that none but a born romp and hoydon, 
or a girl accustomed to those new-fangled pulley-hauley exer- 
cises, the Calisthenics, is fitted for the boisterous evolutions of 
a sea-voyage. And yet there are creatures calling themselves 
Women, not to say Ladies, who will undertake such long marine 
passages as to Bombay in Asia, or Few York, in the New 
World ! Consult Arrowsmith for the geographical degrees. 

Affection, however, demands the sacrifice of my own personal 
•feelings, as my Reverend Parent and my Shier are still inclined 
to prosecute a Continental Tour. I forgot to tell you that during 
VOL. in. 17 
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the voyage, Miss Ruth endeavoured to parkz Franfak with some 
of the foreign ladies, but as they did not understand her, they 
must all have been Germans. 

My paper warns to conclude. I rely on your superintending 
vigilance for the preservation of domestic order in my absence. * 
The horticultural department I need not recommend to your cate, 
knowing your innate partiality for the offspring of Flora — and 
the dusting of the fragile ornaments in the drawing-room you 
will assuredly not trust to any hands but your own. Blinds down 
of course — the front-gate locked regularly at 5 p.m. — and I 
must particularly beg of your musical penchant a total abstinence 
on Sundays from the pianoforte. And now adieu. The Reverend 
T. C. desires his compliments to you, and Miss Ruth adds her 
kind regards, with which believe me, 

My dear Miss Parfitt, 

Your affectionate Friend and Preceptress, 

Peiscilla Ceane. 

P.S. — I have just overheard a lady describing, with strange 
levity, an adventure that befell her at Cologne. A foreign post- 
man invading her sleeping-apartment, and not only delivering a 
letter to her on her pillow, but actually staying to receive his 
money, and to give her the change ! And she laughed and called 
him her Bed Post ! Fi done ! Fi done 1 

CHAPTER IV. 

Well — there is the letter — 

“ And a very proper letter too,” remarks a retired Seminarian, 
Mrs. Grove House, a faded, demure-looking old lady, with a set 
face so like wax, that any strong emotion would have cracked it 
to pieces. And never, except on a doll, was there a face with 
such a miniature set of features, or so crowned with a chaplet of . 
little string-coloured curls. 



THE SCEOOLMTSTRESS ABROAD. 259 

“ A proper letter ! — ^what with all that fuss about (IcHcacy aud 
decorum I ” 

Yes, Miss. At least proper for the character. A School- 
mistress is a pmde by profession. She is bound on licr reputa- 
tion to detect improprieties, even as he is tlic best lawyer who 
discovers the most flaws. It is her cue, where she cannot find 
an indecorum, to ima^ne it ; — just as a paid Spy is compelled, 
in a dearth of High Treason, to invent a conspiracy. In fact, 
it was our very Miss Crane who poked out an objection, of which 
no other woman would have dreamt, to those little button-mush- 
rooms called Pages. She would not keep one, she said, for liis 
weight in gold. 

But they are all the rage,'* said Lady A. 

“ Everybody has one,** said Mrs. B. 

They are so showy I ** said Mrs. C. 

And so interesting ! ** lisped Miss D. 

** And so useful ! ** suggested Miss E. 

I would r'ither part with half my servants,** declared Lady 
A, ‘‘than with my handsome Chcrubino I *’ 

“ Not a doubt of it,** replied Miss Crane, with a gesture of 
the most profound acquiescence. “But if 1 were a married 
woman, I would not have such a boy about me for the world — 
no, not for the whole terrestrial globe. A Page is unquestion- 
a])ly very d la mode^ and very dashing, and very pretty, and 
may be very useful — but to have a youth about one, so beauti- 
fully dressed, and so indulged, not to say pampered, and yet not 
exactly treated as one of the family — I should certainly expect 
that everybody would take him ** 

“ For what, pray, what ? ’* 

Why, for a natural son in disguise^' 


17—2 
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CHAPTER V. 

But to return to the Tour. — 

It is a statistical fact, that since 1814 an unknown number, of 
persons, bearing an indefinite proportion to the gross total of 
the population of the British empire, have been more or less 
''abroad.’* Not politically, or metaphysically, or figuratively, 
but literally out of the kingdom, or, as it is called, in foreign 
parts. 

In fact, no sooner was the Continent opened to us by the 
Peace, than there was a general rush towards the mainland. An 
Alarmist, like old Croaker, might have fancied that some of our 



disaffected Merthyr Tydvil miners or underminers were scut- 
tling the Island, so many of the natives scuttled out of it. • The 
outlandish secretaries, who sign passports, had hardly leisure to ' 
take snuff. 
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It was good however for trade. Carpet-bags and portmanteaus 
rose one hundred per cent. All sorts of Guide-books and 
Journey Works went off like wildfire, and even Sir llumpliry 
Davy’s “Consolations in Travel” was in strange request. 
Servants, who had “ no objection to go abroad ” were snapped 
up’ like fortunes — and as to hard-riding “ Curriers,” — there 
was nothing like leather. 

It resembled a geographical panic — and of all the Country 
and Banks in Christendom, never was there such a run as on 
the Banks of the llhine. You would have thought that they 
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were going to .break all to smash — of course making away be- 
forehand with their splendid furniture, unrivalled pictures, and 
* capital cellar of wines 1 However, off flew our countrymen and 
countrywomen, like migrating swallows, but at the wrong time 
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of year ; or rather like shoals of salmon, striving up, up, up 
against the stream, except to spawn Tours and Reminiscences, 
hard and soft, instead of roe. And would that they were going 
u[), up, up still—for when they came down again, Ods, Jobs, 
atid patent Grizels ! how they did bore and Qermanm us, like 
so many flutes. 

It was impossible to go into Society without meeting units, 
tens, hundreds, thousands of Rhenish Tourists — travellers in 
Dilehland, and in Deiitchland. People who had seen Nimageu 
and Niin- Again — who had been at Cologne, and at Koeln, and 
at Colon — at Cob-Longs and Cobleiice — at Swang Gwar and at 
Saint Go-er — at Bonn — at Bone — and at Bong ! 

Then the airs they gave themselves over the untravelled ! Hoh 
they bothered them with Bergs, puzzled them with Bads, deaf- 
ened them with Dorfs, worried them with Heims, and pelted 
them with Steins I How they looked down upon them, as if 
from Ehrenbreitstein, because they had not eaten a German 
sausage in Germany, sour krout in its own country, and drunk 
seltzer water at the fountain-head ! What a donkey they deemed 
him who had not been 4o Assraanshausen — what a cockney who 
had not seen a Rat’s Castle besides the one in St. Giles’s ! lie 
was, as it were, in the kitchen of society, for to go “ up the 
Rhine,” was to go up stairs ! 

Now this very humiliation wms felt by Miss Crane ; and tlic 
more that in her establishment for Young Ladies she was the 
Professor of Geography, and the Use of the Globes. Moreover, 
several of her pupils had made the trip with their parents during 
the vacations, and treated the travelling part of the business so 
lightly, that in a rash hour the Schoolmistress determined to go 
abroad. Her junior sister, Miss Ruth, gladly acceded to the 
scheme, and so did their only remaining parent, a little, sickly, 
querulous man, always in black, being some sort of dissenting 
minister, as the “young ladies” knew to their cost, for they 
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had always to mark his new shirts, in cross-stitch, with the 
Reverend T. C. and the number — “the Reverend” at M 
length. 

Accordingly, as soon as the Midsummer holidays set in, there 
was packed — in I don’t know how many trunks, bags, and cap- 
boxes, — I don’t know what luggage, except that for each of the 
party there was a silver spoon, a knife and fork, and six towels. 

“ And pray, Sir, how far did your Schoolmistress mean to 
goP^’ 

To Gotha, Madam. Not because Bonaparte slept there on 
his flight from Leipsic — nor yet from any sentimental recollec- 
tions of Goethe— not to see the palace of Friedenstein and its 
museum — nor to purchase an “ Almanach de Gotha,” nor even 
because His Royal Highness Prince Albert, of Saxe Gotha, was 
the Husband Elect of our Gracious Queen. 

“ Then what for, in the name of patience P ” 

Why, because the Berlin wool was dyed there, and so she 
could get what colour and shades she pleased. 

CHAPTER 

“ Now of all things,” cries a Needlewoman — one of those to 
whom Parry alludes in his comic song of “ Berlin Wool ” — 
“ I should like to know what pattern the Schoolmistress meant 
to work I ’* 

And so would ^ay anyone — ^for no doubt it would have been 
a pattern for the whole sex. All I know is, that she once 
worked a hearthrug, with a yellow animal, couchant, on a green 
ground, that was intended for a panther in a jungle ; and to do 
justice to the performance, it was really not so very unlike a 
carroty-cat in a bed of spinach. But the face was a dead failure. 
It was not in the gentlewomanly nature, nor indeed consistent 
with the professional principles of Miss Crane, to let a wild, 
vude, ungovernable creature go out of her hands j and accord- 
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iiigly the feline physiognomy came from her fingers as round, 
and mild, and innocent as that of a Baby. In vain she added 
whiskers to give* ferocity — *twas a Baby still — and though she 
put a circle of fiery red around each staring ball, still, still it 
was a mild, innocent Baby — but with very sore eyes. 

And besides the hearthrug, she embroidered a chair-cushion, 
for a seat devoted to her respectable parent — a pretty, ornitho- 
logical design — so that when the Eeverend T. C. wanted to sit, 
there was ready for him a little bird*s-nest, with a batch of speckled 
eggs. 

And moreover, besides the chair-bottom but, in short, 

between oui-selves, there was so much Taney work done at 
Lebanon House, that there was no time for any real. 
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CHAPTER Vll. 

There are two Newingtons, Butts and Stoke ; — but the last 
has the advantage of a little village-green, on the north side of which 
stands a large brick-built, substantial mansion, in the comfort- 
able old Elizabethan livery, maroon-colour, picked out with 
white. It was anciently the residence of a noble family, wliosc 
crest, a deer’s head, carved in stone, formerly ornamented each 
pillar of the front gate : but some later proprietor has removed 
the aristocratical- emblems, and substituted two great while 
balls, that look like petrified Dutch cheeses, or the ghosts of 
the Celestial and Terrestrial Globes. The house, nevertheless, 
would still seem venerable enough, but that over the oldpanellixl 
door, as if taking advantage of the fanlight, there sit, night and 
day, two very modern plaster of Paris little boys, reading and 
writing with all their might. Girls, however, wouid be more 
appropriate; for, just under the first floor windows, a large 
board intimates, in tarnished gold let ie.’s, that the mansion is 
“ Lebanon House, Establishment foi Young Ladies, liy the 
Misses Crane.” Why it should be called Lebanon House 
appears a mystery, seeing that the building stands not on a 
mountain, but in a flat ; but the truth is, that the name was 
bestowed in allusion to a remarkably line Cedar, which tradi- 
tionally stood in the fore court, though long since cut down as 
a tree, and cut up in lead pencils. 

The front gate is carefully locked, the hour being later than 
5 p. M., and the blinds are all down — but if anyone could peep 
through the short Venetians next the door, on the right hand, 
into the Music Parlour, he would see Miss Parfitt herself stealthily 
playing on the grand • piano (for it is Sunday) but with no more 
sound than belongs to that tuneful whisper commonly called 
“the ghost of a whistle.” But let us pull the bell. 
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“ Sally, are the ladies at home? ” 

“Lawk I Sir! — why haven’t you heard? Miss Crane and 
Miss Buth are a-pleasuring on a Tower up the Rind — and the 
Reverend Mr. C. is enjoying hisself in Germany along with 
them.” 


» 4 • # * 

Alas! poor Sally! Alasl for poor short-sighted human 
nature ! 

“Why in the name of all that’s anonymous, what is the 
matter?” 

Lies ! lies ! lies ! But it is impossible for Truth, the pure 
Truth, to exist, save with Omnipresence and Omniscience. As 
for mere mortals, they must daily vent falsehoods in spite of 
themselves. Thus at the very moment, while Sally was telling 
us — but let Truth herself correct the Errata. 

Eor — “The Reverend Mr. C. enjoying himself in Ger- 
many — 

Read — “ Writhing with spasms in a miserable Prussian innP 

For — “ Miss Crane and Miss Ruth a-plcasuriiig on a Tour up 
the Rhine — ” 

Read — “ Wishing themselves home again with alt their hearts 
and soulsP 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

It was a grievous case ! 

After all the troubles of the Reverend T. C. by sea and land 
— his perplexities with the foreign coins at Rotterdam — with the 
passports at Nimeguen — with the Douane at Arnheim — and with 
the Speise-Karte at Cologne 

To be taken ill, poor gentleman, with his old spasms, in such 
a place as the road between Todberg and Grabheim, six good 
miles at least from each, and not a decent inn at cither ! And 
in such weather too — unfit for anything- with the semblance of 
humanity to be abroad — a night in which a Christian farmer 
would hardly have left out his scarecrow ! 
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The groans of the sufferer were pitiable — ^but what could be 
done for his relief? on a blank desolate common without a 
house in sight — no, not a hut ! His afflicted daughters could 
only try to soothe liim with words, vain words — assuasive per- 
haps of mental pains, but as to any discourse arresting a phy- 
sical ache, — ^you might as well take a pin to pin a bull with* 
Besides, the poor women wanted comforting themselves. Gra- 
cious Heaven I Think of two single females, with a sick, per- 
haps an expiring parent — shut up in a hired coach, on a stormy 
night, in a foreign land — ay, in one of its dreariest places. The 
sympathy of a third party, even a stranger, would have been 
some support to them, but all they could get by their most 
earnest appeals to the driver was a couple of unintelligible syl- 
lables. 

If they had only possessed a cordial — a flask of eau de vie I 
Such a thing had indeed been proposed and prepared, but alas ! 
Miss Crane had wilfully left it behind. To think of Propriety 
producing such a travelling accompaniment as a brandy-bottle 
was out of the (juestion. You iiiight as well have looked for 
claret from a pitcher-plant ! 

In the raeaniinic the sick man continued to sign and moan — 
his two girls could feel him twisting about between them. 

Oh, my poor dear papa I ” murmured Miss Ocane, for she 
did not “father” him even in that extremity. Then she groped 
again despairingly in her bag for the smelling-bottle, but only 
found instead of it an article she had brought along with her. 
Heaven knows why, into Gennany — the French mark I 

“ Oh — ah — ^ugh ! — hah 1 ” grumbled the suffenT , “ Am I — to 
— die — on — the road ? ” 

. “ Is he to die on the road ? ” repeated Miss Crane through 
the front window to the coachman, but with the same result as 
before ; namely, two words in the unknown tongue. 

“ Buth, what is yar vole ? ” 
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Ruth shook her head in the dark. 

If he would only drive faster I ” exclaimed Miss Crane, and 
again she talked through the front window. “ My good man — ** 
(G^llig?) “Ruth, what’s gefallishP” But Miss Ruth was 
as much in the dark as ever. “ Do, do, do, make haste to 
somewhere — ” (Ja wohl!) That phlegmatic driver would 
drive her crazy I 

Poor Miss Crane ! Poor Miss Ruth ! Poor Reverend T. C. ! 
My heart bleeds for them — and yet they must remain perhaps 
for a full hour to come in that miserable condition. But no — 
hark — ^that guttural sound which like a charm arrests every 
horse in Germany as soon as uttered — “ Burr-r-r-r-r I ” 
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The coach stops ; and looking out on her own side through 
the rain Miss Crane perceives a low dingy door, over which by 
help of a lamp she discovers a white board, with some great 
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black fowl painted on it, and a word underneath that to her 
English eyes suggests a difficulty in procuring fresh eggs. 
Whereas the Adler, instead of addling, hatches brood after brood 
every year, till the number is quite wonderful, of little red and 
black eagles, , 

However, the Royal Bird receives the distressed travellers 
under its wing ; but my pen, though a steel one, shrinks from 
the labour of scrambling and hoisting them from the Lohn 
Kutsch into the Gast Haus. 

In plump, there they are — ^in the best inn*s best room, yet 
not a whit preferable to the last chamber that lodged the “ great 
Villiers.’’ But hark I they whisper, 

Gracious powers I Ruth ! i 

Gracious powers ! Priscilla I | What a wretched hole I 



O UoT UNTO MY TALB OF WOB 1 


CHAPTER IX. 

' I TAKE it for granted that no English traveller would will- 
itigly lay up — ^unless particularly imidisjposed — at an Inn. Still 
less at a German one ; and least of all at a Prussian public- 
house, in a rather private Prussian village. To be far from 
well, and far from well lodged — to be ill, and ill attended~to 
be poorly, and poorly fed — to be in a bad way, and a bad bed 
-»-But let us pull up, with ideal reins, an imaginary nag, at such 
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an outlandish Hostelrie, and take a peep at its “ Entertainment 
for Man and Horse.” 

Bur-r-r-r-r-rrrr I 

The nag stops as if charmed — ^and as cool and comfortable as 
a cucumber — at least till it is peppered — for your (icrman is so 
tepder of his beast that he would hardly allow his greyhound to 
turn a hair — 

Now then, for a shout ; and remember that in Klcincwinkel, 
it will serve just as well to cry “ Boxkeeper ! ” as Ostler 1 ” 
but look, there is some one coming from the inn-door. 

*Tis Katchen herself — with her bare head, her bright blue 
gown, her scarlet apron — and a huge rye loaf under her left 
arm. Her right hand grasps a knife. How plump and plea- 
sant she looks ! and how kindly she smiles at everybody, in- 
eluding the horse 1 But see — she stops, and shifts the position 
of the loaf. She presses it — ^as if to sweeten its sourness — 
against her soft palpitating bosom, the very hemisphere that 
holds her maiden heart. And now she begins to cut — or 
rather haggle — for the knife is blunt, and the bread is hard ; 
but she works with good will, and still hugging the loaf closer 
and closer to her comely self, at last severs a liberal slice from 
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the mass. Nor is she content to merely give it to her client, 
but holds it out with her own hand to be eaten, till the last 
morsel is taken from among her ruddy fingers by the lips—— 
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of a sweet little chubby urchin ? — no — of our big, bony, iron- 
gray post-horse ! 

Now then, Courteous Reader, let us step into the Stube, or 
Travellers* Room ; and survey the fare, and the accommodation 
prepared for us bipeds^ Look at that bare floor — and that 
dreary stove — and those smoky dingy walls — and for a night's 
lodging, yonder wooden trough — ^far less desirable than a shake- 
down of clean straw. 

Then for the victualling, pray taste that Pythagorean soup — 
and that drowned beef — and the rotten pickle-cabbage — and 
those terrible Hog- Cartridges — and that lump of white soap, 
flavoured with caraways, alias ewe-milk cheese — 

And now just sip that Essigberger, sharp and sour enough to 
provoke the “ dura ilia Messorum ** into an Iliac Passion — and 
the terebinthine Krug Bier ! Would you not rather dine at the 
cheapest ordinary at one, with all its niceties and nastities, plain 
cooked in a London cellar P And for a night’s rest would you 
not sooner seek a bed in the Bedford Nursery ? So much for 
the “ Entertainment for Man and horse ’* — a clear proof, ay, 
as clear as the Author’s own proof, with the date under his own 
hand 

Of what, Sir? 

Why that Dean Swift’s visit to Germany — if ever he did 
visit Germany — must have been prior to his inditing Ihe Pourtli 
Voyage of Captain Lemuel Gulliver, — namely to the Land of 
the Houyhnhnms and the Yahoos, where the horses were better 
boarded and lodged than mankind. 

CHAPTER X. 

To return to the afflicted trio — the horrified Miss Crane, the 
desolate Ruth, and the writhing Reverend T. C. — in the small, 
sordid, smoky, dark, dingy, dirty, musty, fusty, dusty best room 
at the Adler. The most miserable “ party in a parlour—” 
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“ Twas their own faults I ” exclaims a shadowy Personage, 
with peculiarly hard features — and yet not harder than they 
need to be, considering against how many things, and how 
violently she sets her face. But when did Prejudice ever 
look prepossessing? Never — since the French wore shoes d la 
Dfyade / 

“*Twas their own faults,” she cries, “for going abroad. 
Why couldn’t they stay comfortably at home, at Laburnam 
House?” 

“Lebanon, Ma’am.” 

“ Well, Lebanon. Or they might have gone up the Wye, or 
up the Thames. I hate the llhine. What business had they in 
Prussia? And of course they went through Holland. I hate 
flats! ” 
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“ Nevertheless, Madam, I have visited each of those countries, 

and have found much to admire in both. For example ” 

“ Oh, pray don’t 1 I hate to hear you say so. I hate every 
^)dy who doesn't hate every thing foreign.” 

VOL. III. 18 
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" Possibly, Madam, you have never been abroad ? ” 

** Oh, yes ! I once went over to Calais — and have hated my- 
self ever since. I hate the Continent ! ” 

“ For what reason, Madam ? ** 

“ Pshaw ! I hate to give reasons. I hate the Continent — 
because it is so large.” 

Then you would, perhaps, like one of the Hebrides ? ” 

“ No — I hate the Scotch. But what has that to do with your 
Schoolmistress abroad ? — I hate governesses — and her Reverend 
sick father with his ridiculous spasms — I hate Dissenters — They 
are not High Church.” 

“ Nay, my dear Madam, you are getting a little uncharitable.” 

“ Charity 1 I hate its name. lt*s a mere shield thrown over 
hateful people. How are we to love those we like properly, if we 
don’t hate the otliers P As the Corsair says, • 

“ My very love to thee is hate to them,” 

“But I hate Byron.” 

“As a man, Ma’am, or as an author ? ” 

“Both. But I hate all authors — except Dr. Johnson.” 

“ True — he liked a ‘ good hater.’ ” 

“ Well, Sir, and if lie did I He was quite in the rigid, and 
I hate that Lord Chesterfield for quizzing him. But he was only 
a lord among wits. Oh, how I hate the aristocracy I ” 

" You do, Madam ! ” 

“ Yes — they have such prejudices. And then they are so fond of 
going abroad. Nothing but going to Paris, Rome, Naples, Old 
Jerusalem, and New York — I liate the Americans — don’t you ? ” 

“ Why, really, Madam, your superior discernment and nice 
taste may discover national bad qualities that escape less vigilant 
observers.” 

“ Phoo, phoo — I hate flummery. You know as well as I do 
what an American is called— -and if there’s one name I hate more 
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than another, it’s Jonathan. But to go back to Germany, and 
those that go there. Talk of Pilgrims of the Ilhine ! — I hate 
that Bulwer. Yes, they set out, indeed, like Pilgrim’s Progress, 
and see Lions and Beautiful Houses, and want Interpreters, and 
spy at Delectable Mountains — but there it ends ; for what with 
que*er caps and outlandish blouses — I hate smock-frocks— they 
come back hardly like Christians. There’s my own husband, 
Mr. P. — I quite hate to see him ! ” 

Indeed ! ” 

“ Yes — I hate to cast my eyes on him. He hasn’t had his hair 
cut these twelvemonths — I hate long hair — and when he shaves 
he leaves two little black tails on his upper lip, and another on 
his chin, as if he was real ermine.” 

“ A moustache, Madam, is in fashion.” 

“ Yes, and a beard, too, like a Rabbi — but I hate .Tews. And 
then Mr. P. has learnt to smoke — I hate smoke — I hate tobacco 

— and I hate to be 
called a Prow— and to 
be spun round and 
round till I am as sick 
as a dog — for I hate 
waltzing. Then don’t 
he stink the whole 
house with derayed 
cabbage for his sour 
krout — I hate German 
cookery — and will have, 
oiled melted butter be- 
cause they can’t help it 
abroad? — and there’s 
nothing so hateful as 
oiled butter. What next? Why, he won’t drink ray home- 
T’f'ade wine — at least if I don’t call it Hock, or Rude-sometbing, 
18—2 
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and give it him in a green glass. I hate such nonsense. As 
for conversing, whatever we begin upon, if it’s Harfordshire, he’s 
sure to get at last to the tiptop of Herririg-Brightshine — I hate 
such rambling. But that’s not half so hateful as his Monomn- 
nium.” 

“ His what, Madam ? ” 

“ Why his hankering so after suicide (I do hate Charlotte and 
Werter), that one can’t indulge in the least tiff but he threatens 
to blow out his brains I 

“ Seriously ? ” 

“ Seriously, Sir. I hate joking. And then there are his hor- 
rid noises ; for since he was in Germany, he fancies that every 
body must be musical — I hate such wholesale notions — and so 
sings all day long, without a good note in his voice. So much 
for Foreign Touring ! But pray go on. Sir, with the story of 
your Schoolmistress Abroad. I hate suspense.” 

CHAPTER XI. 

Now the exclamation of Miss Crane — “Gracious heavens, 
Ruth, what a wretched hole 1 ” — was not a single-horse power 
too strong for the occasion. Her first glance round the squalid 
room at the Adler convinced her that whatever might be the geo- 
graphical distance on the map, she was morally two hundred and 
thirty-seven thousand miles from Home. That is to say, it was 
about as distant as the Earth from the Moon, And truly had 
she been transferred, no matter how, to that Planet, with its 
no-atmosphere, she could not have been more out of her ele- 
ment. In fact, she felt for some mometts as if she must 
sink on the floor — just as some delicate flower, transplanted 
into a strange soil, gives way in every green fibre, and droops 
to the mould in a vegetable fainting-fit, from which only time 
and the watering-pot can recover it. 

Her younger sister. Miss Ruth, was somewhat less discon- 
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or relief of her parent. But in every direction in which her in- 
stinct and habits would have prompted her to look, the materials 
she sought were deficient. There was no easy chair — no fire to 
wheel it to— no cushion to shake up — no cupboard to go to — no 
female friend to consult — no Miss Parfitt — no Cook — no John 
to send for the Doctor. No English — no French — nothing but 
that dreadful “Gefallig”or “JaWohl” and the equally in- 
comprehensible “ Gnadige Frau 1 ** 

As for the Eeverend T. C., he sat twisting about on his hard 
wooden chair, groaning, and making ugly faces, as much from 
peevishness and impatience as from pain, and indeed sometimes 
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plainly levelled his grimaces at the simple Germans who stood 
round, staring at him, it must be confessed, as unceremoniously 
as if he had been only a great fish, gasping and wriggling on dry 
land. 

In the meantime, his bewildered daughters held him one by 
the right hand, the other by the left, and earnestly watched* his 
changing countenance, unconsciously imitating some of its most 
violent contortions. It did no good of course : but what else 
was to be done ? In fact they were as much puzzled with their 
patient as a certain worthy tradesman, when a poor shattered 
creature on a shutter was carried into his Floor-cloth Manufac- 
tory by mistake for the Hospital. 

The only thing that occurred to either of the females was to op- 
pose every motion he made,— for fear it should be wrong, and 
accordingly whenever htj attempted to lean towards the right 
side, they invariably bent him as much to the left. 

**Der Herr,” said the German coachman, turning towards 
Miss Priscilla, with Ids pipe hanging from Ids teeth, and venting 
a pulf of smoke that made her re- 
coil three steps backward — “Der 
Herr ist sehr krank.” 

The last word had occurred so 
frequently, on the organ of the 
Schoolmistress, that it had acquired 
in her mind some important sig- 
nificance. 

“ Ruth, what is krank ? ” 

“ How should 1 know P ” retorted 
Ruth, with an asjjerity apt to ac- 
company intense excitement and 
perplexity. ** In English, it*s a 
thing that helps to pull the bell. But look at papa — do help to 
support him— you’re good for nothing.” 
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“ I am indeed,’* murmured poor Miss Priscilla, with a gentle 
ihake of her head, and a low, slow, sigh of acquiescence. Alas ! 
as she ran over the catalogue of her accomplishments, the more 
she remembered what she could do for her sick parent, the more 
helpless and useless she appeared. For instance, she could have 
eiiibroidered him a night-cap — 

Or netted him a silk purse— 

Or plaited him a guard-chain— 

Or cut him out a watch-paper — 

Or ornamented his braces with bcad-work— 

Or embroidered his waistcoat — 

Or worked him a pair of slippers — 

Or open-worked his pocket-handkerchief. 

She could even — if such an operation would have been comfort- 
ing or salutary— have rough-casted liim with shell-work — 

Or coated him with red or black seals— 

Or encrusted him with blue alum — 

Or stuck him all over with coloured wafers— 

Or festooned him 

But alas ! alas ! alas ! what would it have availed her poor dear 
papa in the spasmodics, if she had even festooned him, from top 
to toe, with little rice-paper roses I 

CHAPTER XTI. 


“Mercy on me!” 

[N.B. Not on Me, the Author, but on a little dwarfish, 
“ smooth-legged Bantam ” of a woman, witli a sharp nose, a 
shrewish mouth, and a pair of very active black eyes — and withal 
as brisk and bustling in her movements as any Partlct with ten 
clucks of her own, and six adopted ones from another hen.] 

“ Mercy on me ! Why the poor gentleman would die wliile 
them lumpish foreigners and his two great helpless daughters 
were looking onl As for that Miss Priscilla — she’s like 
a born idiot. Faneywork him, indeed 1 I’ve no patience 
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— as if with all her Berlin wools and patterns, she could 
fancywork him into a picture of health. Why didn’t 
he think of something comforting for his inside, instead 
of embellishing his out — something as would agree, in 
lieu of filagree, with his case P A little good hot brandy-and- 
water with a grate of ginger, or some nice red-wine negus with 
nutmeg and toast —and then get him to bed, and send off for 
the doctor. I’ll warrant if I’d been there, Vd have unspasm’d 
him in no time. I’d have whipped off his shoes and stock- 
ings, and had his poor feet in hot water afore he knew where he 
was.” 

There can be no doubt. Ma’am, of the warmth of youi 
humanity. 



▲ BUBOOMABTittt. 
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" Warmth 1 it’s every thing. Vi have just given him a touch 
of the warming-pan, and then smothered him in blankets. Stick 
him all over with little 
roses! stuff and non- 
sense^stick him into 
hk grave at once! 

Miss Crane? Miss 
Goose, rather. A poor 
helpless Sawm* I I 
wonder what women 
come into the world 
for, if it isn’t to be good 
nusses. Por my part, 
if he had been my sick 
father, I’d have had 
him on his legs again 
in a jiffy — and then he ^ auBGOMisTKiis.s. 

might have got crusty with blue alum or whatever else he pre- 
ferred.” 

“ But Madam — ” 

"Such perfect apathy! Needlework and embroidery, for- 
sooth ! ” 

"But Madam—” 

" To have a dying parent before her eyes— and tliink of no- 
thing but trimming his jacket ! ” 

“But—” 

" A pretty Schoolmistress, truly, to set such an example to the 
rising generation ! As if she couldn’t have warmed him a soft 
flanning ! or given him a few Lavender Drops, or even got down 
a little real Turkey or calcined Henry.” 

" Of course, Madam — or a little Moxon. And in regard to 
Conchology.” 

“Conk what?” 
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Or as to Chronology. Could you have supplied the ratienl 
with a few prominent dates ? ” 

“Dates! what those stony things — ^for a spasmodic stomacn ** 
“Are you really at home in Arrowsmith ? ” 

“ You mean Arrow-root.” 

“ Are you an adept in Butler’s Exercises ? ” 

“ What, drawing o’ corks ? ” 

“ Could you critically examine him in his parts of speech — 
the rudiments of his native tongue ? ” 

“ To be sure I could. And if it was white and furry, there’s 
fever.” 

“ Are you acquainted, Madam, with Lindley Murray ? ” 

“ Why no — 1 can’t say I am. My own medical man is Mr. 
Prodgers.” 

“ In slioii, could you prepare a mind for refined intellectual 
intercourse in future life, with a strict attention to religious 
duties?” 

“Prepare his mind — religious duties? — Phoo, phoo! he 
wam’t come to that 1 ” 

“ Excuse me, I mean to ask, Ma’am, whether you consider 
yourself competent to instruct Young Ladies in all those branches 

of knowledge and female accomplishments ” 

“ Me 1 What, me keep a ’Cademy ? Why, I’ve hardly had 
any edecation myself, but was accomplished in three quarters 
and a bit over. Lor bless you, Sir I I should be as much at sea, 
as a finishing-off Governess, as a bear in a boat ! ” 

Exactly, Madam, And just as helpless, useless, and power- 
less as you would be in a school-room, even so helpless, useless, 
and powerless was Miss Crane whenever she happened to be out 
of one. — Yea, as utterly flabbergasted when out of her own 
element, as a Jelly Eish on Brighton beach I 
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CHAPTER XIII. 


llELiEr at last ! 

, It was honest Hans the hired Coachman, with a glass of 
something in his hand, which after a nod towards the invalid, to 
signify the destination of the dose, he held out to Miss Priscilla, 
at the same time uttering certain gutturals, as if asking her ap- 
proval of the prescription. 

“ Ruth — what is Snaps ? ” 

“ Take it and smell it,” replied Miss Ruth, still with some 
asperity, as if annoyed at the imbecility of her senior: but 
secretly worried by her own deficiency in the tongues. The 
truth is, that the native who taught French with the Parisian 
accent at Lebanon House, the Italian Mistress in the Prospectus, 
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and Miss Ruth who professed English Grammar and Poetry, 
were all one and the same person : not to name a lady, not 
so distinctly put forward, who was supposed to know a little of 
the language which is spoken at Berlin. Hence her annoyance, 
think,” said Miss Priscilla, holding the wine-glass at a 
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discreet distance from her nose, and rather prudishly sniffing the 
liquor, **it appears to me that it is some sort of foreign G.’* 

So saying, she prepared to return the dram to the kindly 
Kutscher, but her professional delicacy instinctively shrinking 
from too intimate contact with the hand of the strange man, she 
contrived to let go of the glass a second or two before he gotr 
hold of it, and the Schnapps fell, with a crash, to the ground. 
The introduction of the cordial had, however, served to direct 
the mind of Miss Ruth to the propruity of procuring some re- 
freshment for the sufferer. He certainly ought to have something, 
she said, for he was getting quite faint. What the something 
ought to be was a question of more difficulty — but the scholastic 
memory of Miss Priscilla at last supplied a suggestion. 

** What do you think, Ruth, of a little horehound tea ? ** 

“ Well, ask for it,” replied Ruth, not indeed from any faith 
in the efficacy of the article, but because it was as likely to be 
obtained for the asking for — in English — as anything else. 
And truly, when Miss Crane made the experiment, the Germans, 
one and all, man and woman, shook their heads at the remedy, 
but seemed unanimously to recommend a certain something else. 
“ Ruth — what is forstend nix ? ” 

But Ruth was silent. 

“ They all appear to think very highly of it, however,” con- 
tinued Miss Priscilla, ‘*and I should like to know where to 
find it.” 

It will be in the kitchen, if any where,” said Miss Ruth, 
while the invalid — whether from a fresh access of pain, or only at 
the tantalising nature of the discussion — gave a low groan. 

“ My poor dear papa ! He will sink — he will perish from 
exhaustion!” exclaimed the terrified Miss Priscilla; and with 
a desperate resolution, quite foreign to her nature, she volun- 
teered on the forlorn hope, and snatching up a candle, made her 
way|Without thinking of the impropriety into the strange kitchen. 
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The housewife and her maid slowly followed the Schoolmistress, 
and whether from national phlegw or intense curiosity, or both 
together, offered neither help nor hindrance to the foreign lady, 
but stood by, and looked on at her operations. 

And here be it noted, in order to properly estimate the dif- 
Acuities which lay in her path, that the governess had no distinct 
recollection of having ever been in a kitchen in the course of her 



life. It was a Terra Incognita — a place of which she literally 
knew less than of Japan. Indeed, the laws, customs, ceremonies, 
mysteries and utensils of the kitchen were more strange to her 
than those of the Chinese. For aught she knew the cook herself 
was the dresser 5 and a rolling pin might have a head at one end 
and a sharp point at the other. The Jack, according to Natural 
History, was a fish. The flour-tub, as Botany suggested, might 
contain an orange-tree, and the range might be that of the 
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Barometer. As to the culinary works, in which almost every 
female dabbles, she had never dipped into one of them, and 
knew no more how to boil an egg than if she had been the hen 
that laid it, or the cock that cackled over it. Still a natural turn 
for the art, backed by a good bright fire, might have surmounted 
her rawness. 

But Miss Crane was none of those natural geniuses in the art 
who can extemporise Flint Broth — and toss up something out of 
nothing at the shortest notice. It is doubtful if, with the whole 
Midsummer holidays before her, she could successfully have un- 
dertaken a pancake — or have got up even a hasty-pudding with- 
out a quarter’s notice. For once, however, she was impelled by 
the painful exigency of the hour to test her ability, and finding 
certain ingredients to her hand, and subjecting them to the best 
or simplest process that occurred to her, in due time she re- 
turned, cup in hand, to the sick room, and proffered to her poor 
dear papa the result of her first maiden effort in cookery. 

“ What is it P ” asked Ruth, naturally curious, as well as 
anxious as to the nature of so novel an experiment. 

“ Pah I puh I poof — phew ! chut ! ” spluttered the Reverend 
T. C., unceremoniously getting rid of the first spoonful of the 
mixture. ** It’s paste — common paste ! ” 

CHAPTER XTV. 

Pooh Miss Crane I 

The failure of her first little culinary expenmeni reduced her 
again to despair. If there be not already a Statue of Disappoint- 
ment, she would have served for its model. It would have 
melted an Iron Master to have seen her with her eyes fixed in- 
tently on the unfortunate cup of paste, as if asking herself, 
mentally, was it possible that what she had prepared with such 
pains for the refreshment of a sick parent, was only fit for — 
what? — Why, for the false tin stomach of a healthy bill sticker? 
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Dearly as she rated her professional accomplishments and 
acquirements, I verily believe that at that cruel moment she 
would have given up all her consummate skill in Fancy Work, 
to have known how to make a basin of gruel I Proud as she 
was of her embroidery, she would have exchanged her cunning 
in it for that of the plainest cook, — for oh 1 of what avail her 
Tent Stitch, Chain Stitch, German Stitch, or Satin Stitch, 
to relieve or soothe a suffering father, afflicted with back stitch, 
front stitch, side stitch, and cross stitch into the bargain P 

Nay, of what use was her solider knowledge P — for example, 
in History, Geography, Botany, Conchology, Geology, and 
Astronomy P Of what effect was it that she knew the scientific 
names for coal and slate, — or what comfort that she could tell 
him how many stars there are in Cassiopeia’s Chair whilst he 
was twisting with agony on a hard wooden one P 

“ It’s no use talking ! ” exclaimed Miss Ruth, after a long 
nilencei “ we must have medical advice.” 

But how to obtain it P To call in even an apothecary, one 
must call in his own language, and the two sisters between 
them did not possess German enough. High or Low, to call for 
a Doctor’s boy. The hint, however, was not lost on tlie 
Reverend T. C., who, with a perversity not unusual, seemed to 
think that he could diminish his own sufferings by inflicting 
pain on those about him. Accordingly, he no sooner overheard 
the wish for a Doctor, than with renewed meanings and contor- 
tions he muttered the name of a drug that he felt sure would n - 
lieve him. But the physic was as difficult to procure as the 
physician. In vain Miss Ruth turned in succession to the Host, 
the Hostess, the Maid, the Waiter, and Hans the Coachman, 
and to each separately repeated the word “ Ru-bub.” The Host, 
the Hostess, the Maid, the Waiter, and Hans the Coachman, 
only shook their heads in concert, and uttered in chorus 
the old “ forstend nicht.” 
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** Oh| I do wish/* exclaimed Miss Crane, with a tone and a 
gesture of the keenest self-reproach, ** how I do wish that I had 
'brought Buchan’s Domestic Medicine abroad with me, instead 
of Thomson’s Seasons ! ” 

“And of what use would that have been without the medicine- 
chest ? ” asked Miss Ruth ; “ for I don’t pretend to write pre- 
scriptions in German.” 

“That’s very true,” said Miss Crane, with a long deep sigh— 
whilst the sick man, frotn pain or wilfulness, Heaven alone 
knew which — ^gave a groan, so terriiic that it startled even the 
phlegmatic Germans. 

“ My papa I — my poor dear papa ! ” shrieked the agitated 
governess ; and with some confused notiotis of a fainting-fit — 
for he had closed his eyes, — and still conscious of a cup in her 
hand, though not of its contents, she chucked the paste — that 
twice unfortunate paste I — into the face of her beloved parent I 

CHAPTER XV. 

“And serve him right, too ! ” cries the little smart bantam- 
like woman already introduced to the Courteous Reader. “ An 
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old jgdod-for-uothing ! to sham worse than he was, and play on 
the l^er feelings of two affectionate daughters! I’d hm 
19 
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pasted him myself if he had beeu fifty fathers 1 Not that I 
think a bit the better of that Miss Crane, who after all, did not 
do it on purpose. She’s as great a gawky as ever. To think 
with all her schooling she couldn’t get a doctor fetched for the 
old gentleman 1 ” 

** But, my dear Madam, she was ignorant of the language.”* 

“ Ignorant of fiddlesticks 1 How do the deaf and dumb people 
do ? If she couldn’t talk to the Germans she might have made 
signs.” 

Impossible ! Pray remember that Miss Crane was a school- 
mistress, and of the ancien regime^ in whose code all face- 
making, posturing, and gesticulations, were high crimes and 
misdemeanors. Many a little Miss Gubbins or Miss Wiggins 
she had punished with an extra task, if not with the rod itself, 
for nodding, winking, or talking with their fingers ; and is it 
likely that she would personally 
have had recourse to signs and 
signals for which she had 
punished her pupils with such 
severity? Do you think that 
with her rigid notions of pro- 
priety, and her figure, she 
would ever have stooped to 
what she would have called 
buffooneiyP 

“Why to be sure, if you 
haven’t high-coloured her pic- 
ture she is starched and frumpish enough, and only fit for a 
place among the wax-work ! ” 

And besides, supposing physiognomical expression as well as 
gesticulation to be included in sign-making, this Silent Art re- 
quires study and practice, and a peculiar talent 1 Pray did you 
ever see Grimaldi ? 
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“ What Joey ! Did I ever see Lonnoii I Did I ever go to 
the Wells I ” 

0 rare Joe Grimaldi I Great as was my admiration of the 
genius of that inimitable clown, never, never did it rise to its 
true pitch till I had been cast all abroad in a foreign country 
wilhout any knowledge of its language ! To the richness of his 
fun — to his wonderful agility — to his unique singing and hiy 
grotesque dancing, I per- 
haps had done ample 
justice — ^but never, till I 
had broken down in fifty 
pantomimical attempts of 
my own — nay, in twice 
fifty experiments in dumb 
show — did I properly ap- 
preciate his extraordinary 
power of making himself 
understood without being 
on speaking terms with his company. His performance was 
never, like mine, an Actid Kiddle. A living Tchigniph, he 
never failed in conveying his intelligence, but signalled it with 
such di^inctness, that his meaning was visible to the dullest 
capacity. 

** And your own attempts in the line, Sir? ” 

Utter failures. Often and often have I gone through as 
many physical manoeuvres as the Englishman in “ Rabelais,** 
who argued by signs ; but constantly without explaining my 
meaning, and consequently without obtaining my object. From 
all which, my dear Madam, I have derived this moral, that he 
who visits a foreign country, without knowing the language, 
ought to be prepared beforehand either to act like a Clown, or 
to look like a Fool. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

It was a good-natured act of honest Hans tlie Coachman — 
and especially after the treatment of his Schnapps— but seeing 
the Englishers at a dead lock, and partly guessing at the cause* 
of theii* distress — he quietly went to the stable, saddled one of 
his own horses, and rode off in quest of a medical man. 
Luckily he soon met with the personage he wanted, whom with 
great satisfaction he ushered into the little, dim, dirty parlour 
at the Black Eagle, and introduced, as well as he could, to the 
Foreigners in Distress. 

Now the Physician who regularly visited at Lebanon House 

was, of course, one of the 
old school; and in correct- 
ness of costume and profes- 
sional formality was scarcely 
inferior to the immaculate 
lady who presided over that 
establishment. There was 
no mistaking him, like some 
modern practitioners, for a 
merchant or a man about 
town. He was as carefully 
made up as a prescription— 
and between the customary 
sables, and a Chesterfieldiaii 
courtesy, appeared as a doctor 
of the old school always used 
to do — like a piece of stick- 
ing-plaster*- -black, polished, 

'iiiB vihwas on DON BODKiticiL. hcaling. 

Judge then of the horror and amazement of the School- 
mistress, when she saw before her a great clumsy-built M.D., 
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enveloped in a huge gray cloak, with a cape that fell below his 
elbows, and his head covered with what she had always under- 
stood was a jockey-cap I 

“ Gracious Heaven ! — why, he*s a horse-doctor I ” 

** Doctor ? — ja wohl,** said Hans, with a score of affirmative 
little nods ; and then he added the professional grade of tlie 
party, which happened to be one of a most uncouth sound to an 
English ear. 

“ Buth,* what’s a medicine rat ? ” 

“Lord knows,” answered ^iss Ruth; “the language is as 
barbarous as the people 1 ” 

In the mean time the Mcdicin Hath tlirew otf his huge cloak 
and displayed a costume equally at variance with Miss Crane’s 
notions of the proper uniform of his order. No black coat, no 
black smalls, no black silk stockings — why, any undertaker in 
London would have looked more like a doctor 1 llis coat was 
a bright brown frock, his waistcoat as gay and v.iricgated as 
her own. fav ourite parterre of larkspurs, and his trowsers of plum 
colour ! Of her own accord she would not have called him in 
to a juvenile chicken-pock or a nettlerash — and there he was to 
to treat full-grown spasms in an adult 1 

‘*Je suis mddecin. Monsieur, a votre service,” said the 
stranger, in French more guttural than nasal, and with a bow to 
the sick gentleman. 

“ Mais, docteur,” hastily interposed Miss Kuth, “ vous etes 
un docteur a cheval.” 

This translation of “ horse-doctor ” being perfectly unintelli- 
gible to the German, he again addressed himself to his patient, 
and proceeded to feel his pulse. 

“ Papa is subject to spasms in his chest,” explained Miss 

Crane. 

“Pshaw — nonsense I” whined the Reverend T. C., “they’re 
iit my stomach.” 
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“ They're in his stomnch,” repeated Miss Crane, delicately 
laying her own hand, by way of explanation, on her sternum. 

** Monsieur a mange du diner ? ” 

“ Only a little beef,” said Miss Crane, who “ understood ” 
French, but “ did not speak it.” 

” Settlement un petit boeuf,” translated Miss Ruth, who spoke 
French, but did not understand it. 

“ Oui — c’est une indig(Jstion, sans doute,” said the Doctor. 

CHAPTER XVII . 

Hark 1 

“ IPs shameful ! abominable ! atrocious 1 It*s a skit on all 
the schoolmistresses — a wicked libel on the whole profession I ” 

But my dear Mrs. 

“Don't ‘dear' me, Sir! I consider myself personally in- 
sulted. “ Manger un petty boof! As if a governess couldn’t 
speak better French than that I Why, it means eating a little 
bullock ! ” 

Precisely, singular, masculine, a bullock or ox. 

“ Ridiculous ! And from one of the heads of a seminary 1 
Why, Sir, not to speak of myself or the teachers, I have a pupil 
at Prospect House, and only twelve years of age, who speaks 
French like a native.” 

Of where. Madam ? 

“ Of where, Sir?— -why, of all France, to be sure, and Paris 
in particular ! ” 

And with the true accent ? 

“ Yes, Sir, with all the accents — sharp, grave, and circum- 
bendibus — I should have said circumflex, but you have put me 
in a fluster. French I why it’s the corner-stone of female educa- 
tion. It’s universal. Sir, from her ladyship down to her cook. 
We could neither dress ourselves nor our dinners without it I 
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And Aat the Miss Cranes know French I am morally oertaiiii 
for I haye seen it in their Prospectus.” 

No doubt of it, Madam. But you are of course aware that 
there are two sorts— French French and EngBsh French— and 
which are as different in quality as the foreign Cognac and the 
British Brandy. 

, I know nothing about ardent spirits, Sir. And as to the 
French language, I am acquainted with only one sort, and that 
is what is taught at Prospect House — at three guineas a quarter.” 

And do all your young ladies. 

Ma’am, turn out such proficients in 
the language as the prodigy you 
have just mentioned ? 

“ Proficient, Sir ? — they can’t 
help it in my establishment. Let 
me see — there’s Chambaud on 
Mondays — Wanostrocht on Wed- 
nesdays — Telemaque on Friday*', 
and the French mark every day in 
the week.’’ 

Madam, I have no doubt of the 
excellence of your system. Never- 
theless it is quite true that the wuuwTOHrKf. 

younger Miss Crane made use of the very phrase which I have 
quoted. And what is more, when the doctor called on his 
patient the next morning, he was treated with quite as bad 
language. For example, when he inquired after her papa — 

“ 11 est trSs inauvais,” replied Miss lluth with a desponding 
shake of her head. “ 11 a avalo son medecin — et il n’ost pas 
toieux.” 
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CHAPTEE XVIII. 

To return to the sick chamber. 

Imagine the Kev. T. C. still sitting and moaning in his un- 
easy chair, tlie disconsolate Miss Crane helplessly watching the 
parental grimaces, and the perplexed Miss lluih standing in a 
brown study, with her eyes intently fixed on a sort of overgrown 
chiUrs crib, which occupied one dark corner of the dingy apart- 
ment. 

“ It*s very well,” she muttered to herself, “ for a foreign 
doctor to say ‘ laissez le coucher^ but where is he to coucher ? ” 
Not surely in that little crib of a thing, which will only add the 
cramp in his poor legs to the spasms in his poor stomach 1 The 
Mother of Invention was however at her elbow, to suggest an 
expedient, and in a trice the bedding was dragged from the 
bedstead and spread upon the floor. During this manoeuvre 
Miss Crane of course oiil^ looked on ; she had never in her life 
made a bed, even in tlic regular way, and the toiizling of a 
shakedown on the bare boards was far too Margery Dawish an 
operation for her precise nature to be concerned in. Moreover, 
her thoughts were fully occupied by a question infallibly as- 
sociated with a strangtj bed, namely, whether it had been aired. 
A speculation which had already occurred to her sister, but 
w'hose more practical mind was busy in contriving how to get 
at the warming-pan. But in vain she asked for it by name of 
every German, male or female, in the room, and as vainly she 
sought for the utensil in the inn kitchen, and quite as vainly 
might she have hunted for it throughout the village, seeing that 
no such ar: . '.c had ever been met with by the oldest inhabitant. 
As a last resource she caught up a walking-stick, and thrusting 
one end under the blanket, endeavoured pantomimically to im- 
itate a chamber-maid in the act of warming a bed. * But alas 1 
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she “took nothing by her motion ” — ^the Germane only turned 
towards each other, and shrugging their shoulders and grinning, 
remarked in their own tongue, " What droll people they were 
those EngHshers ! ” 



GRBMAir CAMlVAtlOir. “ CHUIU'U AUrniTKCTUBW/' A (IKKIUN WORK 


The sensitive imagination of IMiss Oranc hud in the interim 
conjured up new and more delicate dillicultics and necessities, 
amongst which tlve services of a chandn rlain were not the least 
urgent. ” Who was to put her papa to bed ? Who was to un- 
dress him?^* But from this pcrpl. xiiv show as unexpectedly 
delivered by that humble friend in need, honest 1 Ians, who no 
sooner saw the bed free from the walking-stick, than without any 
bidding, and in spite of the resistance of the patient, he fairly 
stripped him to his shirt, and then taking him up in his arms like 
a baby, deposited him, willy iiilly, in lh(‘ nest that had been 
prepared for him. 

The females, during the first of these operations, retired to 
the kitchen — but not without a certain order in their going. 
Mias Crane went off simultaneously with the coat, her sister with 
the small clothes and the shoes and stockings. And when, after 
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a due and decent interval, the two governesses returned to the 
sick chamber — ^for both had resolved on sitting up with llie 
invalid — ^lo ! there lay the Reverend T. C., regularly littered 
down by the coachman with a truss of clean straw to eke out the 
bedding, — no longer writhing or moaning, but between surprise 
and anger as still and silent as if his groans had been astonished 
away like the “ hiccups ! ” 

You may take a horse to the water, however, but. you cannot 
make him drink, — and even thus, the sick man, though bedded 
perforce, refused obstinately to go to sleep. 

Et Monsieur a bien dormi ? ” inquired the German doctor 
the next morning. 

“ Pas un— ” begun Miss Crane, but she ran aground for the 
next word, and was obliged to appeal to the linguist of Lebanon 
House. 

** Ruth — what’s a wink P ” 

“ I don’t know,” replied Miss Ruth, who was absorbed in 
some active process. ** Do it with your eye.” 

The idea of winking at a strange gentleman was however so 
obnoxious to all the schoolmistress’s notions of propriety that 
she at once resigned the explanation to lier sister, who accord- 
ingly informed the physician that her “ jiauvrc pere ii’avoit pas 
dormi un morqcau toutc la iiuit longue.** 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

** Stop, Sir! Pray change the subject. By your leave we 
have had quite enough of bad French.” 

As you please, Madam — and as the greatest change I can 
devise, you shall now have a little bad English. Please, then, 
lend your attention to Monsieur De 
Bourg — the subject of his discourse 
ougKt indeed to be of some interest 
to you, namely, the education of 
your own sex in your own country. 

“ Well, Sir, and what does he say 
of it?” 

Listen, and you ^hull hear. Pro- 
ceed, Monsieur. 

“ Sare, I shall tell you my im- 
pressions when I am come first from 
Paris to London. l)e ICnglish Ladies, I say to myself, must be 
dc most best educate women inde whole world. Pere is schools 
for dcra every wdieres— in a hole and in a corner. Let me take 
some walks in de Fauxbourgs, and what do I see all round my- 
self? When I look d is. way I see on a white house's front a 
large bord wid some gilded letters,' which say Seminary for 
Young Ladies. When 1 look dat way, at a big red house, I see 
anoder bord which say Establishment for Young L;.tlies by Miss 
Someones. And when I look up at a little house, at a little 
window', over a barber-shop, I read on a paper Ladies* School. 
Pen I see Prospect House, and Grove House, and dc Manor 
House — so many I cannot call dem names, and also all schools 
for young females. Pay Schools besides. And in my walks, 
always 1 meet some Schools of Young Ladies, eight, nine, ten 
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times in one day, making dere promenades, two and two and two. 
Den I come home to my lodging’s door, and below the knocker 
I see one letter — I open it, and I find a Prospectus of a Lady 
School. By-and-bye 1 say to my landlady, where is your old- 
est of daughters, which used to bring to me my breakfast ? and 
she tell me she is gone out a governess. Next she notice me 1 
must quit my appartement. What for ? — I say. What have I 
done P Do I not pay you all right like a weekly man of hon- 
our? 0 certainly,* Mouuseer, she say, you are a gentleman quite, 
and no mistakes— but I wants my whole of my house to myself 
for to set it up for a Lady School. Noting but Lady Schools I 
— and de widow of de butcher have one more over de street, 
Ble.ss my soul and iny body, I say to myself, dere must be no- 
body horn’d in London except leetle girls ! ” 

CHAPTER XX. 

¥ 

There is a certain poor word in the English language which 
of late years has been exceedingly ill-used — and, it must be said, 
by those who ought to have known better. 

To the disgrace of our colleges, the word in question was first 
perverted from its real significance at the very head-quarters of 
learning. The initiated, indeed, arc aware of its local sense, — 
but who knows what cost and inconvenience the duplicity of the 
term may have caused to the more ignorant members of the com- 
munity ? Just imagine, for instance, a plain, down-right En- 
glishman who calls a spade a spade — induced perhaps by the 
facilities of the railroads — making a summer holiday, and re- 
pairing to Cambridge or Oxford, may be with his whole family, 
to see he does not exactly know what — whether a Collection of 
Pictures, Wax-Work, Wild Beasts, Wild Indians, a Fat Ox, or 
a Pat Child — but at any rate an “ Exhibition ! ” 

More recently the members of the faculty have taken it into 
their heads to misuse the unfortunate word, and by help of its 
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misapplication, are continually promising to the ear what the 
druggists really perform to the eye— namely, to ** exhibit ** their 
medicines. If the Doctors talked of hiding them, the phrase 
would be more germane to the act ; for it would be difficult to 
conceal a little Pulv. Rliei — Magnes. Sulphat. — Tinct. Jalap®, 
more effectually than by throwing it into a man’s or woman’s 
stomach. And pity it is that the term has not amongst medical 
men a more literal significance ; for it is certain that in many 
diseases, and especially of the hypochondriac class — i^s certain, 
I say, that if the practitioner actually made “ a show ” of his 
materiely the patient would recover at the mere sight of the 
“ Exhibition.” 
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This was precisely the case with the Kev. T. C* Had he 
fallen into the hands of a Homceopathist with his infinitesimal 
doses, only fit to be exhibited like the infinitesimal insects, 
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through a 8olar microscope, his recovery would have been hope- 
less. But his better fortune provided otherwise. The German 
Medicin Bath, who prescribed for liim, was in theory diametric- 
ally opposed to Hahnemann, and in his tactics he followed Na- 
poleon, whose leading principle was to bring masses of all ai’ins, 
hdrse, foot, and artillery to bear on a given point. In accord- 
ance with this system, he therefore prescribed so liberally that 
the following articles were in a very short time comprised in his 
“ Exhibition ; ** 

A series of powders to be taken every two hours. 

A set of draughts to wash down the powders. 

A box of pills. 

A bag full of certain herbs for fomentations. 

A large blister, to be put between the shouUhirs. 

Twenty leeches, to be applied to the stomach. 

As Meuikeath sings, “ a terrible show ! — but the doctor, in 
common with his countrymen, entertained some rather exagger- 
ated notions as to English habits, and our general addiction to 
high feeding and fast living — an impression that materially ag- 
gravated the treatment. 

” He must be a horse-doctor 1 ” thought Miss Crane, as she 
looked over the above articles ; at any rale she resolved — as if 
governed by the proportion of four legs to two — that her parent 
should only take one half of each dose that was ordered. But 
even these reduced quantities were too mucli for the Bev. T. C. 
l‘he first instalment he swallowed- the second he smelt, and the 
third be merely looked at. To tell the truth, lie was fast trans- 
forming from a Malade Imaginaire into a Malade Malgre Lui. 
In short, the cure proceeded with the rapidity of a Hohenlohe 
miracla>*r-a result the doctor did not fail to attribute to the 
energy of his measures, at the same time resolving that the next 
English patient he might catch should be subjected to the same 
decisive treatment. Heaven keep the half, three-quarters, and 
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whole lengths of my dear countrymen and countrywomen from 
his “ Exhibitions 1 

His third visit to the Englishers at the Adler was his last. 
He found the Convalescent in his travelling dress, — Miss Ruth 
engaged in packing, — and the Schoolmistress writing the letter 
which was to prepare Miss Parfitt for the speedy return of fhe 
family party to Lebanon House. It was of course a busy time ; 
and the Medici n Rath speedily took his fees and his leave. 

There remained only the account to settle with the landlord of 
the Adler; and as English families rarely stopped at that 
wretched inn, the amount of the bill was quite as extraordinary. 
Never was there such a realisation of the “ large reckoning in £ 
little room.** 



A JUKii. 

** Well, I must say,** murmured the Schoolmistress, as the 
coach rumbled oft* towards home, “ I do wish we had reached 
Gotha, that I might have got my shades of wool.** 

“ Humph I ** grunted the Rev T. C., still sore from the 
recent disbursement. “ They went out for wool, and they re- 
turued shorn.** 
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“ We went abroad for pleasure,** grumbled Miss Ruth, and 
have met with nothing but pain and trouble.’* '• 

“ And some instruction too,** said Miss Crane, with even 
more than her usual gravity. “ For my own part I have met 
with a lesson that has taught me my own unfitness for a Gover- 
ness. For I cannot think that a style of education which has 
made me so helpless and useless as a daughter, can be the proper 
one for young females, who are hereafter to become wives and 
mothers, a truth that every hour has impressed on me since I 
have been a Schoolmistress Abroad.** 



L PIjr-AFORl*. 

EPIGRAM 

ON A LATE CATTLE-SHOW IN SMITHPIELl). 

Old Farmer Bull is taken sick. 

Yet not with any sudden trick 
Of fever, or his old dyspepsy ; 

But having seen the foreign stock, 

It gave hit system such a shock 
He’s had a fit of Caitle-ep^ / 
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HOWQUA 

Is of three different sorts ; although they are not generally 
particularised by the tea-dealers or brokers ; viz., 
SoMEHow-QUA, which includes Hyson, Souchong, Bohea, &iP., 
as Tvell as the tea advertised by Captain Bidding : 

Anyhow-qua — composed of sloe, ash, widow, second-hand 
tea-leaves, or any other vegetable rubbish, and 

Nohow-qua, which falls to the lot of those who cannot get 
any tea at all. 
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“ Tll tell you what it is,” said the President of the Social 
Glassites, at the same time mixing a fresh tumbler of grog— 
rather stiffer than the last — for the subject of Temperancf and 
Teetotalism had turned up, and he could not discuss it with diy 
lips — ” ril tell you what it is ; Temperance is all very well, 
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provided it’s indulged in with moderation, and without injury to 
your health or business ; but when it sets a man spouting, and 
swaggering, and flag-carrying and tea-gardening, and dressing 
himself up like a play-actor, why he might as well have his mind 
unsobered with anything else.** 
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“That*s very true,** said the Vice-president, — a gentleman 
with a remarkably red nose. 

“I have seen many Teetotal Processions,’* continued the 
President, **and I don’t hesitate to say that evciy man and 
woman amongst them was more or less intoxicated — ** 

** Eh, what ? ** asked a member, hastily removing his cigar. 

“ Yes, intoxicated, I say, with pride and vanity — what with 
the bands of music, and the banners, and the ribbons, and 
maybe one of their top-sawyers, with his white wand, swaggering 
along at their head, and looking quite convinced that because be 
hasn’t made a Beast of himself he must be a Beauty. Instead 
of which, to my mind, there can’t be a more pitiful sight than a 
20—2 
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great hulking fellow all covered with medals and orders, like a 
Lord Nelson, for only taking care of his own precious health, 
and trying to live long in the land; and .particularly if he’s got 
a short neck and a full habit. Why, the Eoyal Humane Society 
might just as well make a procession of all the people who don’t 
drink water to excess, instead of those objects that do, and with 
ribbons and medals round their necks, for being their own 
life-preservers 1 ” 

“ That’s very true,” said the Vice. “ I’ve seen a Master 
Grand of a Teetotaller with as many ornaments about him as a 
foreign prince I ” 

“ Why, I once stopped my own grog,” continued the Presi- 
dent, for twelve months together, of my own accord, because I 
was a little wheezy ; and yet never stuck even a snip of ribbon 
at my button-hole. But that’s modest merit, — whereas a regular 
Temperance fellow would have put on a broad blue sash, as if 
he was a Knight of the Bath, and had drunk the bath all up in- 
stead of swimming in it.” 

“ That’s very true,” repeated the Vice. 

** Temperance is, no doubt, a virtue,” said the President ; “ but 
it is not the only one ; though, to judge by some of their Tracts 

and Speeclies, you 
would think that be- 
cause a TotaUer drinks 
Adam’s ale he is as 
innocent as our first 
Parents in Paradise, 
which, b^ging their 
pardons, is altogether 
an error, and no mis- 
take. Sin and strong 
drink are not bom re- 
lations ; though they often come together. The first murderer 
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In the world was a water-drinker, and when he killed his poor 
brother was as sober as a judge.*’ 

“ If that aren’t true,” exclaimed the red-nosed Vice, ” Til be 

, “ It was intemperance, however,” said the President ; be- 
cause why P It was indulging in ardent passions and fermented 
feelings, agin which, in ray humble opinion, we ought to take 
Long and Short Pledges, as much as agin spirituous liquors. 
Not to mention the strong things that come out of people’s 
mouths, and are quite as deleterious as any that go into them — 
for example, profane swearing, and lying, and slandering, and 
foul language, and which, not to name names, are dealt in by 
parties who would not even look at Fine Old Pineapple Hum, or 
Cream of the Valley.” 

** That’s correct, anyhow,” said the Vice ; and he replenished 
his tumbler. 

To be sure. Temperance has done wonders in Ireland,” con- 
tinued the President, ** and to ray mind, little short of a miracle 
— namely, repealing the Old Union of Whisky-and- Water, — 
and which would have seemed a much tougher job than 
O’Conneirs. However, Father Mathew has accomplished it, 
and instead of a Parliament in College Green, we arc likely to 
see a far stranger sight, and that’s a whole County of Cork with- 
out a bottle to it.” 

“ llum^ I ” * ejaculated the Vice, and took a liberal draught 
of his mixture. “ But they’ll take to party spirit in loo.” 

“like enough,” said the President ; “for when once we get 
accustomed to strong stimuluses, we find it* hard to go without 
’em ; .and they do say, that many of those parties who have left 
off liquor, have taken to opium. But the greatest danger with 
new converts and proselytes, is of their rushing into another 
extreme — and that reminds me of a story to the point.” 

“Now then,” said the member with the cigar. 
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••It was last September/* said 
the President, •* when 1 owned The 
Eose in June, and a sweet pretty 
craft she was. 1 had bought a lot 
of lines and a trawling net along 
with her ; and besides cruising for 
pleasure, we used now and then 
cast about for a bit of fresh fish 
my missus, or by way of present to 
a friend. Well, one day, just be- 
low Gravesend, we had fished all 
the morning, but without any luck ^ 
at all, except one poor little skate 
that lay on the deck making faces 
at us like a dying Christian, first 
pouting out its lips, and then draw- 
ing them in again with a long suck 
of its breath, for all the world like a 
fellow creature with a stitch in the side, or a spasm in his chest. 
The next haul we got nothing but lots of mud, a bit of sea- 
weed, a lump of coal, a rotten bung, and an old sh'^e. How- 
ever, the third time the net felt heavy enough for a porpus, and 
sure enough on hauling it up to the top of the water, we saw 
some very large fish a-flopping about in it, quite as big as a 
grampus, only nothing like the species. Well we pulled and 
hauled, Jack and I — (you remember Jack) — till we got the 
creature aboard over the bulwarks, and there it rolled on the 
deck, such a Sea Monster as never was seen afore nor since. 
It was full six feet long, with a round head like a man’s, but 
bald, — though it had a beard and whiskers of sandy-coloured 
hair. We could not see the face, by reason of the creature al- 
ways hiding it with its paws, which were like a man’s hands, only 
‘^with a sort of web between the ^Ji^rs. All the upper part 
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of the body was of a flesh or salmon colour down to the 
middle, where the skin became first bluer, and then greener and 
greener, as well as more rough and scaly, till the body forked 
off into two distinct Ashes’ tails. 

I’ll tell you what, master,* says Jack Rogers, after taking 
a’good look at the monster, and poking it about a bit with a 
handspike, ‘ I’m blest if it isn’t a Cock Mermaid i 

“ * No doubt of it,* said the Vice. 

“ ‘ To tell the truth,’ said the President, ‘ I had the same 
thought in my head, but was afraid to name it, because such 
animals have been reckoned fabulous. However, there it ^^as 
on the deck, as large as life, and a certain fortune to the owner, 
as an article for exhibition ; and I won’t deny that 1 began in 
my own mind a rough guess at the sum total of all the inhabit- 
ants of England, Scotland, Ireland and Wales, at a shilling 
a-hcad. Jack, too, seemed in a brown study, maybe settling what 
share, in right and justice, he ought to have of the profits, or 
perhaps wondering, and puzzled to make head or tail of the 
question, whether the creature was properly a beast or a Ash. 
As for myself, I felt a little flustered, as you may suppose, not 
only by the strangeness of the phenomenon, but at the prospect 
of such a prodigious fortune. In point of fact I was all in a 
tremor, like a steam-vessel with high-pressure engines, and ac- 
cordingly sent Jack down below for my brandy-bottle out of the 
locker, just to steady my nerves. ‘ Here’s to us both,’ says I, 
nodding and winking at Jack, ‘and to the Cock Mermaid into 
the bargain; for unless I’m mistaken, it’ll prove a gold Ash in 
the end.’ I was rather premature : for the noise of pulling out 
the cork made the creature look round, which was the Arst time 
we had caught a fair look at its face. When lo and behold I 
Jack no sooner clapped his eyes on the features, than he sings 
out again: 

” ‘ I’m blest,’ says he — ^for I didn’t allow swearing—* I’m 
blest if it isn’t Bob Bunce I ’ 
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with liis back agin the companion, made a sign to rne for the 
bottle. So I handed him the flask, which he took a sup of through 
the net ; but the liquor went against his fishified nature, and 
pulling a very wry face, he spirted it all out again, and gave 
me back the bottle. To my mind that settled the matter 
about his being a rational creature. It was m ral impossible, 
though he might have an outside resemblance, like the apes and 
monkeys, to the human species. But I was premature again ; 
for, after rolling about a bit, he took me all aback with an odd 
sort of a voice coming oat of his mouth, which was as round 
as the hole of a flute. 

“ ‘ Here,* says he, ‘ lend us a hand to get out of the net.* 

“ * It’s Bob Bunce, sure enough I * cries Jack. ‘ That’s his 
Voice, 1*11 take my davit, howsomever he’s got transmogrified.* 
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” And with that he stooped down and helped the creature, 
whatever it was, out of the net, and then popped him up on his 
two tails against the mast. 

“ * And now,* says he, * if you’re a Cock Mermaid, as master 
thinks, you may hold your tongue; but if so be you’re Bob 
Bunce, as I suspect’ (and if Jack always used the solemn 
tone he did at that minute he’d make a firstrate popular 
preacher,) ‘ why then don’t renounce your godfathers and god- 
mothers in your baptism, and your Christian religioui^ but say 
so at once like a man.’ 

“ * I ham Bob Bunce, then,’ said the creature, with a veiy 
strong emphasis, * or rayther I were* and along with the last 
word two great tears as big as swausliot sprang out of his pale 
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blue eyes, and rolled down his flabby cheeks. ‘Yes, I were 
Bob Bunce, and known by sight to every man, woman, and 
child in Deptford.’ 
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That*8 true anyhow,* said Jack ; * *cause why P — ^you were 
60 often a reeling drunk about the streets.’ 

** * There’s no denying it,* said Bob, ‘ and plenty of contrary 
evidence if I did. But it warn’t the strong liquors that ruined 
me, but quite the reverse ; for you see, Sir,’ addressing me, * one 
day after a drunken fit a she-teetotaller got hold of me while 1 
was sick and sony, and prevailed on me to join a Temperance 
Club, and take the long pledge, which I did.’ 

“ * And*now,* says she, ‘ you’re nabb’d, and after that every 
drop of liquor you take will flare up agin you hereafter like 
blazes, and make a snap-dragon on you in the tothcr world.* 
“‘Well, being low and narvous, that scarified me at once 
into water-drinking, and I was fool enough to think, that the 
more water I drunk the more sober I should be ; whereby at 
last I reached the pint of taking above two or three gallons a- 
day. For all that I got no stronger or better, as the speeches 
and tracks had promised, but rather weaker and weaker ; and 
instead of a fair complexion, began turning blucish and greenish, 
besides my body being covered, as they say, with goose-skin, 
and my legs of a scaly character. As for walking, 1 staggered 
worse than ever, through gettiii* knockneed and splay-footed, 
which was the beginnin’ of their transmogrification. The long 
and the short is. Sir, though I didn’t know it, that along o* so 
much water, I’d been drinkin’ myself amphibbus.’ 

“ ‘ Well, that sounds like philosophy,’ says Jack : ‘ but then. 
Bob, how come ye into the river ? ’ 

“ ‘ Ah ! ’ says Bob, shaking his head, ‘ that’s the sinful part 
0* the story. But between mortification, and the fear of being 
showed up for a mermaid, I resolved to put an end to myself, 
cad so crawled down arter dark to Cole’s wharf and flung my- 
self into the river. But instead of drownding as I expected, 
the water that came into my mouth seemed to go out agin at 
my ears, and I found I could swim about and rise to the top 
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or' dive to the bottom as natural as a fish. That gave me time 
to repent and reflect, and the consequence is, Fve lived a wet 
life for above a week, and am almost reconciled to the same — 
only I don’t take quite kindly yet to the raw dabs and flounders, 
and so was making my way down to the oyster-beds in the Med- 
way, when your net come and ketch’d me up.* 

** ‘ But you wouldn’t spend your days in the ocean, would 
you, Bob?* asked Jack, in a sort of coaxing tone that was 
meant to be very agreeable. ‘ As to hoysters, you may have ’em 
on dry land, real natives, and ready opened for you, and what’s 
more, pepper’d and vinegar’d, which you can’t in the Medway. 
And in respect to walking, why, me and master would engage 
to purvide you with a carriage.’ 

“ * A wan, you mean,* said the other, with a piercing look at 
Jack, and then another at me, that made me wince. ‘A wan — 
and Bartlemy Fair — but I’ll die first I ’ 

“ And rising upright on his double tail, before we could lay 
hands on him, he threw a somerset over the bulwark, and dis- 
appeared. 
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“ And was that the last of him P ” the Vice. 

" It was, gentlemen,” replied the President. “ For Bunce, 
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or Bounce, or Tee-totaller, or Sea-totaller, we never set eyes on 
him again.” 

" Well, that's a warning anyhow,” said the Vice, again help- 
ing himself from the bottle. " IVe heard political people talk 
of swamping the Constitution, but never knew before that it was 
done with pump water.” 

** Nor I neither,” said the member with tlie cigar. 

** Why, you see,” said the President, “ Temperance is a veiy 
praiseworthy object to a proper extent; but a thing may be 
carried foo far, as Sinbad said to the Old Man of the Sea. No 
doubt water-drinking is very wholesome while it*s indulged in 
with moderation, but when you come to take it to excess, why 
you may equally make a beast of yourself, like poor Bob Bunce, 
and be unable to keep your legs'' 



ON A CERTAIN LOCALITY. 

Or public changes, good or ill, 

I seldom lead the mooters, 

But really Constitution Hill 
Should change its name with Shooter's I 
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AN EXTRAORDINARY OPERATION. 

“ We’ll find a way to remove all that.’*— M.D, 

On the 26th of December, 1842, according to the official re- 
cord, a tipsy sailor, by name Peter Galpin, in tacking along* the 
Mile End Road, slipped his foot on a piece of orange-peel, and 
fell with great violence on the pavement. He was immedi- 
ately picked up by the passengers, and being unable to walk or 
stand, was carried on a stretcher, by two policemen, to the 
London Hospital, where, on examination, it appeared that he had 
broken one of the small bones of his right leg. 
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The fracture was immediately reduced; and as the patient 
was not habitually a drunkard, but had only been casually 
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overtaken, the case went on very favourably, and promised a 
speedy cure. In the meanwhile the poor fellow, accustomed to 
an active life, would have found the time pass very tediously in 
bed — especially as he could not read — but for the daily bustle 
and business in the ward,— the departures of the cured or the in- 
curable, by discharge or death — and the arrivals of fresh sufferers 
— the visits of the surgeons and medical students, and the opera- 
tions of the hospital dressers and nurses, in the most trivial of 
which he took a deep interest. Averse to doctors and doctoring, 
seamen in general are as ignorant as sea-horses of the usages 
and practices of the sick-room, so that whatever was done of the 
kind, even to the application of a poultice, was novel, and con- 
sequently attractive to our tar. 

Eveiy proceeding, therefore, was carefully watched and logged 
in his memory — rare materials for future yarns, when he should 
be able to rejoin his ship, the Grampus, of Liverpool. Strange, 
indeed, were the things he had seen done in that hospital, and 
more extraordinary still were the things which he thoiigM that he 
had seen performed — amounting in his opinion to surgical 
miracles ! 
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At last, one day arousing from a nap, and sitting up as usual 
to take an observation, he espied in the next bed a fat man with 
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a particularly big red nose, large staring black eyes, and an un- 
commonly wide mouth — in fact, very like somebody he had seen 
dancing during the carnival in the streets of an Italian port. 
This corpulent bottle-nosed man was propped up in bed, with his 
back bared, wliilst a dresser was applying an ointment to a very 
large, very red, and very raw and sore-loohing place between his 
shoulders. 

** My eyes I ** exclaimed the sailor, letting himself drop back- 
ward on his pillow, quite overcome with wonder — “ There* s been 
a hopperation ! ** 

** What do you mean ? ” asked the dresser. 

“What!** ejaculated the astounded seaman, with his eyes 
cast upwards, and almost protruding from his head — 


“Well, what?** 

“ Why* he*s Puncht isn't he ? and they're cut his hump off Hi ” 
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..NoV, the time and no«V.t«! 

To be Yfortied, toss’d and shaken, 

Down-down-down, deny ow 
Let na take to the road! 

A:anda,letns<iuittbe.o«- 
Toeethet let us range the helds 
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when they were so numerous . ,,ere 

..within three days parties removmg 

counted passing Hyde.p« j,,, p,e^ 

into the country ! Th especially records tha 

several anecdotes of the pets > ^ to their con- 
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tervals, so that fearing the terrestrial ague fit would become 
periodical, the noble wit proposed to treat it by a course of bark. 
However, there were some slight vibrations of the soil, and sup- 
posing them only to have thrown down a platter from the shelf 
to the floor, the Barth-quakers of 1750 have an infinite advantage 
over those of 1842, when nothing has fallen to the ground but 
a fiddle-de-Dee prediction. 

Still, if the metropolis has not exhibited any extraordinary 
physical convulsion, its inhabitants have presented an astound- 
ing Moral Phenomenon. Messrs. Howell and James best know 
whether they have vended or been asked for peculiarly warm 
fabrics — the court milliner alone can tell if she has made up any 
new fashioned rohen de nuit d la bivouac^ or coiffures adapted to a 
nocturnal cUampHre. The coaches, public and private, which 
have passed Hydc-park-corner have not perhaps been counted, 
but it is notorious that the railway carriages have been crammed 
with passengers, and the Gravesend steamers were almost 
swamped by the influx of rabid Earth-quakers, all rushing, same 
qui pent! from the most ridiculous bugbear ever licked into 
shape by the vulgar tongue. Nor yet was the ** Movement 
Party ” composed exclusively of the lower classes ; but comprised 
hundreds of respectable Londoners, who never halted till they 
had gone beyond the Lord Mayor’s jurisdiction, a flight unwor- 
thy even of Cockneyism, which implies at least a devoted 
attachment to London, and an unshaken confidence in the sta- 
bility of St. Paul’s. 

The Irish, indeed, the poor blundering, bull-making Irish, had 
some excuse for their panic. The prophecy came from a prophet 
of their own religion, and appealed to some of their strongest 
prejudices. They had perhaps even felt some precursory agita- 
tion not perceptible to us English — ^whilst the rebuilding of the 
ruined city promised a famous job for the Hibernian bricklayers 
and hodmen. Nay, after all, they only exhibited a truly national 
21— .2 
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aptitude to become April fools in March. But for British back- 
bone Protestants, who have shouted “ No Popery,” and burnt 
Guy Pauxes, to adopt a Roman Catholic legend — for free and 
independent householders who would not move on for a live 
policeman, to move off, bag and baggage, at the dictum of a very 
dead monk — who can doubt, after such a spectacle, that a Nin- 
com Tax would be very productive I 

As a subject for a comic picture, there could be no richer scene 
for a modem Hogarth than the return of a party of Earth- 
quakers to the metropolis— that very metropolis which was to 
have been knocked down, as Robins would say, in one lot — that 
devoted City wliich Credulity had lately painted as lying pros- 
trate on its Corporation I 

In the meantime good luck enables me to illustrate the great 
earthquake of 1842 by a few letters obtained, no matter how, or 
at what expense. It is to be regretted that type can give no 
imitation of the handwritings ; suffice it that one of the notes 
has actually been booked by a well-known collector, as a genuine 
autograph of St. Vitus. 

No. I.— Ib Peter Crisp, Esq . 

Ivy Cottage, Sevenoaks. 

Dear Brother, 

You are of course aware of the awful visitation with 
which we are threatened. 

As to P. and myself, business and duties will forbid our 
leaving London, but Robert and James will be home for the 
usual fortnight at Easter, and we are naturally anxious to have 
the dear boys out of the way. Perhaps you will make room for 
them at the cottage ? 

I am, dear Brother, 

Yours affectionately, 

Margaret Paddy. 
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No. II . — To Messrs, H. Staley and Co. 


Camomile-street, City. 

Gentlemen, 

As a retired tradesman of London to rural life, but un- 
remittingly devoted to the metropolis and its public buildings, 
am deeply solicitous to learn, on good mercantile authority, if 
tlie alarming statements as to a ruinous depression in the Cus- 
tom-house, St. Paul’s and other fabrics, stands on the undenia- 
ble basis of fact. An early answer will oblige, 

Your very obedient servant, 

John Stokes. 

Postscriptum. — ^My barber tells me the Monument has been 
done at Lloyd’s. 
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(The Answer.) 

Sir, 

In reply to your favour of the 14th inst., I beg to 
subjoin for your guidance the following quotations from a sup- 
plement to this day’s “ Price Current.” 

“March 16. — In Earthquakes — nothing stirring. Strong 
Caracca shocks partially enquired for, but no airivals. Lisbons 
ditto. A small lot of slight Chichesters in bond have been 
brought forward, but obtained no offers. Houses continue firm, 
and the holders are not inclined to part with them. In Columns 
and Obelisks no alteration. Cathedrals as before. Steeples keep 
up, and articles generally not so flat as anticipated by the specu- 
lators for a fall.” — I am, Sir, for Staley and Co., your most 
obedient servant, 

Charles Stuckey. 

No III.— 2b Doctor Dodge, F.A.S., London, 

Dear Doctor, 

As you are an Antiquarian, and as such well ac- 
quainted of course with Ancient MSS. and Monkish Chronicles, 
perhaps you will be so obliging as to give me your opinion of 
the Earthquake predicted by Dr. Dee and the Monk of Dree, and 
whether it is mentioned in Doomsday Book, or Icon Basilisk, or 
any of the old astrological works. — Yours, dear Doctor, 

Anastasia Shrewsbury. 

(The Answer.) 

Dear Madam, 

I have no recollection of such a Prediction in any of 
the books you mention ; but I will make a point of looking into 
the old chronicles. In the meantime it strikes me, that if any 
one should have foretold an Earthquake it was Ingul^Jm , — I 
am, dear Madam, your very humble Servant, 


T. Dodge. 
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No. IV. — To Mr. Benjamin Hockin, 


Barbican. 

Deak Ben, 

About this here hearthquack. Aceordinjif to advice 
1 rit to Adfjlams who have bean to foriii Paris, and partickly Sow 
Amerikey, witch is a shockin country, and as to wat is dun by 
the Natives in the like case, and he say they all run out of their 
Howses, and fall down on their nees and beat their brests like 
mad, and cross theirselvea and call out to the Viro-in, and all the 
popish Saints. Witch in course with us Cliristians is out of the 
question, so there we are agin at a non plush — and our minds 
perfecly misrable for want of making up. One minit it’s go and 
the next minit stay, till betwixt town and country, I allmost 
wish I was nowheres at all. But how is minds to be made up 
wen if you ax opinions, theres six of one and half a duzzen of 
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the tother — for I make a pint of xtracting my customers senti- 
ments pro and con, and its as ni a ti as can be. One books the 
thing to cum off as shure as the Darby or Hoax, while another 
suspends it til the Day of Jugment. And then he's upset by a 
new commur in with the news that half St. Giles is cast down, 
and the inhabbitants all Irish howling, quite dredful, and belab- 
bering their own buzzums and crossing themselves all over as if 
it saved the Good Friday buns from being swallered up. So there 
we are agin. All dubbious. As for Pawley he wont have it 
at anny price but says its clear agin Geolology and the Wolcanic 
stratuses ; witch may sarve well enuff to chafif about at Mekaii- 
ical Innstitushuns but he wont gammon me that theres anny sich 
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lemmedy for a Hearth Quack as a basun of chork — no nor a 
basun of gruel nayther. Well wat next. Why Podmore swears 
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wen he past the Duke of York he see his hiness anoddin at the 
Athenium Club as if he meant to drop in pei^vided he didn't 
pitch into the Unitid Servis. So there wc are agin. For my 
own share I own to sum misgivins and croakins, and says you, 
nqt without caws wen six fammillis in our street lias gone off 
alreddy, and three more packin up in case. Besides witch, Rad- 
ley, the Builder have nocked off wurk at is new Howsis for fear 
of their gettin floored, and missis Sims have declined her barril 
of table beer till arter the shakin. When things cum to sich as- 
pects they look serus. But supose in the end as Gubhins says 
its all a errer of that Dr. Dec — wat a set of Dee’d spooneys we 
shall look. So there we are agin. Then theres Books. It ap- 
pear on reading the great Lisbon catstrophy were attendid by 
ail uncommon rush of the See on the dry Land and they do say 
from Brighton as how the Breakers have reached as far as Wig- 
ncy's Bank. That’s in faver agin of the woi’ld losing its bal- 
lance. Howsomever I have twice had the shutters up, and 
wonce got as fur as the hos in the Shay cart for a move off, but 
was stopt by the Maid and the Prentis both axin a hole holliday 
for the sixteenth, and in sich a stile as convinced if 1 didnt 
grant they wood take french leaves. And then who is to mind 
the house and Shop not to name two bills as cum doo on the 
verry day and made payable on the premraises. Whereby if I 
dont go to smash in boddy I must in bisness. So there wc arc 
agin. In the interium theres my Wife ivho keeps wibratin 
between hopes and i’ears like the pendulum of a Dutch Clock 
and no more able to cum to a conclusion. But she inclines most 
to faver the dark side of the Pieter and compares our state of 
Purgatory, to Dam somebody with a sivord hanging over his 
head by a single hair. As a nateral corisekens she cant eat her 
wdttals and hears rumblins and has sich tremlins she don’t 
know the hearth’s agitatings from her own. Being squeemish 
besides, as is reckoned by her a very bad sign, becos why theres 
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a hearthquack in Eobbinson Cruso who describe the motion to 
have made his Stomich as sick as anny one as is tost at See. 
Well in course her flutters aggrivates mine till between ourselves 
Tm reddy to bolt out of house and home like a Rabbit and go and 
squat in the open Fields. And wats to end all this suspense. 
Maybe a false alarm — and maybe hall to hatums indoors or else 
mnnin out into a gapin naberhood and swallerd up in a crack. 
Whereby its my privit opinion we shall end by removing in time 
like the Rats from a fallin house even if we have to make shift 
with a bed in the garden, but witch is preflcrrable to an cv(‘r- 
lastin sleep in the great shake down that nater is preparing. 
Thats to say if the profesy keeps its word — for if it doiit we arc 
better in our own beds than fleaing elsewhere. And praps ketch 
our deths besides. Witch reminds me our Medical Doctor 
wont hear of hearthquackery and says theres no simtoms of erup- 
shun. So there we are agin. But St. Paul’s and all Saint 
Giles’s is per contra. And to be sure as Pat Hourigan says of 
the Irish, ant we sevin fifths of us hod carriers and bricklairsi 
and do you think as 
we’d leave the same, if 
we didnt expect more 
brick and building ma- 
terials than we can carry 
on our beds and shold- 
ers. Witch sartinly 
wood strongly argy to 
the pint, if so be their 
being Roman Cathliks 
didnt religusly bind 
one whatever they be- 
leave, to beleave quite 
the revers. And talk- 
big of religion, if one 
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listened to it like a Christian, instid of dispondin it wood praps 
say trust in Providence and shore up the preraisis. And witch 
may be the piusest and cheapest plan ai*ter all. But bisiicss 
interrupts 

.Its the Gibbenses maid for an Am. IVe piimpt out on her 
that the fammily is goin to Windser for Change of air. 
And Widder Stradlin is goin to Richmond for change of 
Scene. Yes as much as I am goin to the Lands End 
for change of a shilling. And now I think on it there were 
a suspishus mark this morning on the Public House paper, 
namely Edgingtons advertisement about Tents. So arter all 
the open Air course of conduct — but annothcr cum in — 
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Poor Mrs. Hobson, in the same perplext state as myself. To 
be sure as she say a slite shock as wouldnt chip a brass or iron 
man would shatter a chaney woman all to smash. But wals the 
use of her cummin to me to be advised wen I carnt advize my- 
self? Howsomever a word or two from your Ben wood go fur 
to conviet me — Only bcggin you to considder that Self Preseva- 
shun is the fust law of Nater, and the more binding as its a law 
a man is allowed to take into his own hands. As the crisus ap- 
proach, a speedy answer will releave the mind of 

Your loving Brother, 
James Hockin. 

P.S. — Since riting the abuv the Reverend Mister Grumpier, 
as my wife sits under, have dropt in and confirmed the wust. 
He say its a Judgment on the Citty and by way of Cobberrobbera- 
tion has named several parties in our naberhood as is to be in- 
gulped. That settles us, and in course will exeuse cuttin short. 


No. N.—To Mrs. * ^ * 


No. 9, Street. 


Madam, 

It may seem stooping to take up a dropped correspon- 
dence, but considering that an Earthcpiakc ought to bury all 
animosities, and enjoying the prospect of an eternal separation, 
Christian charity induces to say I am agreeable on my part for 
the breach between us to be repaired by a shaking of hands. 

I am, Maduiu, 

Yours, &c., 

Belinda Hdffin. 


(The Answer.) 


Madam, 

I trust I have as much Christian charity as my neigh- 
bours— praps more— and hope I have too much religion to 
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believe in judicious astronomy. And if I did, have never heard 
that earthquakes was remarkable for repairing breaches. 

When every thing else shakes, I will shake hands, but not 
before. 

I am, Madam, 

• Yours, &c., 

Matilda Perks. 

No. VI.— Rebecca Slack. 

2, Fisher's Plaice, Knightsbridgc. 

Dear Becky, 

If so be when you ciun to Number 9, on Sunday and 
Me not there don't be terrifide. Its not suicide and the Surpin- 
tine but the Erthquake. John is the same as ever but Ivc all- 
most giv meself Waniin without the Munths notis. Last nite 
there cum a ring at the Bel, a regular chevy and Noboddy there. 
Cook sed a runaway Lark but I no better. And John says 
Medicle Studints but I say shox. Howsumaver if the bel ring 
agen of its own lied I'm off quake or no quake to my rnuther 
at Shrewsberry Srops. One may trust to drunhcn yung gentil- 
men too long and misstakea rumbelat the Anti Pods for skrewiii 
off the nocker. No, no. So as I sed afore, another ring will 
be a hint to fly, tho one thing is ockard, namely the crisus fixt 
for the 16 and my quarter not up till the 20. But wats wagis ? 
Their no object wen yure an Objec yurself for the Ospittle. To 
be shure Missus may complain of a Non Plush but wat of that. 
Self Preservin is the law of Nater and is wat distinguishes rcson- 
ing Beings from Damsuns and Bullises. 

Mister Butler is of my own friteful way of thinkin and quite 
retchid about the shakin up of his port wine for he allways calls 
d hisn, and dredful low, his Hart being in his celler. But 
Cook choose to set her Face agin the finomunon. Don't tell me 
8ays she of the earth quakin— its crust isnt made so lite and 




says but Convulshuns of Nater wen wc go boring into the Erths 
bowils witch as all the world nose is chock full of Cumbustibuls 
as ketching as Congrevs and Lucefirs. We mite have tuck 
wamin by the Frentch he says witch driv irun pipes and toobs 
down and drew them up agin all twisted by the stratums into 
Cork skrews with the Ends red hot or meltid off. So much for 
prying into the innfurnel reguns. 

As you may supose I am meloncolly enuf at sich a prospict. 
But if a Erth Quake isnt to cast one down wat is? I never go to 
my Filler but I pray to sleep without rockin or having the roof 
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come down atop of me like a sparrer in a brick Trap. And then 
sich horribel Dreams ! Ony last nite I dremt the hole supper- 
structer was on my chest and stomack 
but luckily it were ony the Nite Mare 
and cold Pork. And in the day time its 
notliin but takin in visittera cards with 
Poor Prender Congy which you know 
means Frentch leave and not a bit two 
erly if correct that Saint Pauls have sunk 
down to its Doom. To be shure I over 
heerd Master say that even Saint Faith 
don’t beleave in it. But she is no rule 
for Me. Why shudn’t we be over- 
welmd as Mister Butler says as well as 
the Herculeans and Pompey ? Pm shure 
we deserve it for our sins and piccadillies. 

Well time will show. But its our duty all the same to look 
arter our savings. John thinks Mr. Green have the best chance 
by assenting on the day in his Voxall baloon but gud gratious 
as Mister Butler says supose the world was to annihilate itself 
wile he was up in the Air. One had better trust to the most 
aggitated Terry Firmer. Wat sort of soil is most propperest for 
the purpus has been debatted amung us a good deal. One 
thinks mountin tops is safest and anuther considders we ort all 
to be in a Mash. Lord nose. The Baker says his Master has 
inshured his-self agin the erth quake and got the Globe to 
kiver him. 

Theres Missus bel so adew in haste. 

Maky Sawkins, 

Poscrip. — Wile I was up in the drawin room master talkt 
very nusterus about St. Pauls. Its all a jeport says he from 
one of the Miner Cannons, 




836 


THE EABTH.QUAKBRS. 


No. VIL— 2b Sir W. Flimsy, Bart., & Co. 

Lombard Street, City. 

Gentlemen, 

I beg respectfully to inform you that placing implicit 
confidence in the calamity which will come due on the 16th 
instant, I have felt it my duty to remove myself and the cash 
balance to a place of security. It is my full intention, however, 
to return to my post after the Earthquake ; and, I trust, instead 
of condemning, you will thank me for preserving your property, 
when I come back and restore it. 

I am. Gentlemen, 

Your very faithful and obedient, 

Servant and cashier, 
Samuel. Boulter. 

No. VIII . — To Mr. Benjamin Hockin. 

(Vide No. IV.) 

Dear Benjamin, 

In my last I broke short through sitting off — and now 
have to inform of our safe Return and tlie Premises all sound. 
The wus luck to have let Meself be Shay carted off on a April 
Poors aiTand, as bad as piggins milk. For wat remanes in futer 
but to become a laffing stock to our nabers and being ninny- 
hammered at like nails. ^ for the parler at the Crown that’s 
shut agin me for ever, for them quizzical fellers as frequents 
could rost a Ox whole in the way of banterin. So were I’m to 
spend my evenins except with my wife Lord jose. Theres misery 
in prospect at once. 

Has for servin in the shop I couldnt feel more sheapish and 
sham-faced if I had bean found out in short wait and adultering. 
Its no odds my customers houlding their Tungs about it — the 
more they don’t say the more I know wat they mean, and witch 
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as silent contempt is wus than even a littel blaggard camming 
as he did just now, and axing for a small hapenny shock. Not 
that I mind Sarce so much as make beleave pitty. Its the wim- 
min with their confoundid simperthisin as agrivatcs sich as hop- 
ing no cold was cotchd from the nite dues and lamenting our 
trouble and expense for nothink. With all respect to the sex if 
it pleas God to let one see them now and then with their jaws 
tide up for the Tung Ake as well as the Tooth Ake it wood be 
no harm. There’s that Missis Mummery wood comfort a man 
into a brain Eever. And indeed well ni soothd me into a fury 
wat with condoling on our bamboozilment and her sham abram 
concern for our unlucky 
step. She cum for 
pickels and its lucky 
for both there was no 
Pison handy. But I 
ort to take an assidu- 
ous draft meself for 
swallering such stuff. 

As praps I shall if I 
don’t fly to hard drink- 
ing insted. Becoswhy, 

I know I’ve sunk me- 
self in public opinnion 
and indeed feel as if 
all Lonnon was takin 
a sight at me. Many “it’s ai.l up with meI” 

a man have took his razer and cut his stick for less. 

Kas for my wife her fust move on dimming Home was up 
stares and into Bed where she remained quite inconsoluble, being 
more hurt in her Mind she say then if she had had a leg broke 
l>y the Herth quake. And witch I realy think could not more 

have upset her. Howsumever there she lays almost off her lied 
VOL. III. 22 
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and from wat I know of her cute feelings and temper is likely to 
never be happy agin nor to let anny one else. There’s a luck out 
— and no children of our own to vent on. 

In course its more nor I dares to tell her of the nonimous 
Letter like a Walentine with .a picter of a Cock and Bui, and 
that’s only a four-runner. Well, its our hone falts, if thats anny 
comfort which it ant, but all the hevier, like sum loves and 
tee cakes, for bein home made. # 

The sum totle on it is Ime upset for Life. I ham’t got Brass 
enuf to remane in Bisness nor yet made Tin enuf to retire out on 
it. Otherwis Ide take a Wilier in Stanter and keap dux. My 
ony comfit is I amt a citty Maggystrut and obleegd to sit in Gild 
all, arter bein throwd into sich a botomless panikin. How his 
Washup Mister Bowlbee can sit in Publick I don’t know for he 
was one of the verry fust to cut away. Ketch me . says he 
astayin in Crippelgit. I know it’s my ward but it won’t ward 
off a shock. 
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So much for Hearth Quacks. The end wDl be 1 shall turn to 
a Universal Septic and then I supose watever I don’t beleave 
will come to pass. Indeed I am almost of the same mind 
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already with Dadley the Baker. Dont trust nothing, says he, 
till it happen. And not even then if it don’t suit to give credit. 
Dear Ben, pray rite if you can say anny thing consoling under 
an ounce — for witcii a Stamp inclosed. 

. Your luving Brother, 

James Hockin. 

P.S. — ^The Reverind Mister Grumpier have just bean and ex- 
plained to h^.the odds betwixt Old and New stiles, whereby the 
real Day for the Hearth Quack is still to cum, namely Monday 
the 28 th Instant. So there we are agin 1 


A SKETCH ON THE ROAD. 

** All have their exits and their entrances.” 

It is a treat to see Prudery get into an omnibus. Of course 
she rejects the hand that is held out to her by male Civility. 
It might give her a squeeze. Neither does she take the first 
vacant place ; but looks out for a seat, if possible, between an 
innocent little girl and an old woman. In the meantime the 
omnibus moves on. Prudery totters — makes a snatch at 
Civility’s nose — or his neck — or anywhere — and missing her 
hold rebounds to the other side of the vehicle, and plumps down 
in a strange gentleman’s lap. True modesty would have 
escaped all these indecorums. 


22—2 
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THE GRIMSBY GHOST. 


CHAPTER I. 

In the town of Grimsby 

** Bat stop/’ says the Courteous and Prudent Reader, ** are 
there any such things as Ghosts? ** 

*‘Any Ghostesses I ** cries Superstition, 
who settled long since in the country, near a 
church-yard, on a rmng ground, any Ghost- 
esses I Ay, man — ^lots on ’em 1 bushels on 

I ’em I sights on ’em I Why, there’s one as 
walks in our parish, reg’lar as the clock 
strikes twelve — and always the same round 
—over church-stile, round the comer, through 
the gap, into Short’s Spinney, and so along 
into our close, where he takes a drink at the 
pump, — for ye see he died in liquor, — and 
then arter he’s squenched hisself wanishes in- 
to waper. Then there’s the ghost of old 
Beales, as goes o’ nights and sows tares in 
his neighbour’s wheats — I’ve often seed un 
in seed time. They do say that Black Ben, 
the Poacher, have riz, and what’s more, 
walked slap through all the Squire’s steel- 
traps, without springing on ’em. And then 
there’s Bet Hawkey as murdered her own in- 
fant-only the poor babby hadn’t lamed to 
walk, and so can’t appear agin her.” 

But not to, refer only to the ignorant and illitemte vulgar. 
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there are units, tens, hundreds, thousands of well-bred and edu- 
cated persons, Divines, Lawyers, military, and especially naval 
officers, Artists, Authors, Players, Schoolmasters, and Governesses, 
and fine ladies, who secretly believe that the dead are on visit- 
ing terms with the living — nay, the great Doctor Johnson him- 
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self affirmed solemnly that he had a call from his late mother, 
who had been buried many years. Ask at the right time, and 
in the right place, and in the right manner— only affect a belief, 
though you have it not, so that the party may feel assured of 
sympathy and insured against ridicule — and nine-tenths of man- 
kind will confess a faith in Apparitions. It is in truth an article 
in the creed of our natural religion — a corollary of the recogni- 
tion of the immortality of the soul. The presence of spirits — 
visible or invisible — is an innate idea, as exemplified by the in- 
stinctive night-terrors of infancy, and recently so touchingly 
illustrated by the evidence of the poor little colliery-girl, who 
declared that “ she sang, whiles, at her subterranean task, but 
never when she was alone in the dark.” 
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It is from this cause that the Poems and Ballads on spectral 
subjects have derived their popu- 
larity; for instance, Margaret’s 
Ghost— Mary’s Dream — and the 
Ghost of Admiral Hosier — not to 
forget the Drama, with that awful • 
Phantom in “ Hamlet,” whose 
word, in favour of the Supernatural, 
we all feel to be worth “ a tho - 
sand pound.” 

“ And then the Spectre in ‘ Don Giovanni? ’ ” 

No. That Marble Walker, with his audible tramp, tramp, 
tramp on the staircase, is too substantial for my theory. It was 
a Ghost invented expressly for the Materialists ; but Is as inad- 
missible amongst genuine Spirits as that wooden one described 
by old W., the shipowner, — ^namely, the figure-head of the 
Britannia, which appeared to him, he declared, on the very night 
that she found a watery grave off Cape Cod. 

“ Well — after that — ^go on.” 

CHAPTER II. 

In the town of Grimsby, at the comer of Swivel-street, there 
is a little chaiidler’s-shop, which was kept for many years by a 
widow of the name of Mullins. She was |i careful, thrifty 
body, a perfect woman of business, with a sharp gray eye to the 
main chance, a quick ear for the ring of good or bad metal, and 
a close hand at the counter. Indeed, she was apt to give such 
scrimp weight and measure, that her customei-s invariably man- 
oeuvred to be served by her daughter, who was supposed to be 
more liberal at the scale, by a full ounce in the pound. The man 
and maid servants, it is true, who bought on commission, did 
not care much about the matter ; but the poor hungry father, 
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the poor frugal mother, the little ragged girl, and the little dirty 
boy, all retained their pence in their hands, till they could thrust 
them, with their humble requests for ounces or half-ounces of 
tea, brown sugar, or single Glo’stei^ towards “ Miss Mullins,” 
who was supposed to better their dealings, — if dealings they 
Alight be called, where no deal of anything was purchased. She 
was a tall, bony female, of about thirty years of age, but ap- 
parently forty, with a very homely set of features, and the staid, 
sedate carriage of a spinster who feels herself’ to be set in for a 
single life. There was indeed “ no love nonsense ” about her ; 
and as to romance, she had never so much as looked into a 
novel, or read a line of poetry in her life — her thoughts, her 
feelings, her actions, were all like her occupation, of the most 
plain, prosaic character— the retailing of soap, starch, sandpaper, 
red-herrings, and Tlanders brick. Except Sundays, when she 
went twice ko chapel, her days were divided between the little 
back-parlour and the 
front-shop — ^between a 
patchwork counterpane 
which she had been 
stitching at for ten 
long years, and that 
other counter work to 
which she was sum- 
moned, every few mi- 
nutes, by the importu- 
nities of a little bell 
that rang every custo- 
mer in, like the new 
year, and then rang 
him out again, like the cambwdob butwcb. 

old one. It was her province, moreover, to set down all un- 
ready money orders on a slate, but the widow took charge of 
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the books, or rather the book, in which every item of account* 
was entered, with a rigid punctuality that would have done 
honour to a regular counting-house clerk. 

Under such management the little chandler’s shop was a 
thriving concern, and with the frugal, not to say parsimonious 
habits of mother and daughter, enabled the former to lay by 
annually her one or two hundred pounds, so that Miss Mullins 
was in a fair way of becoming a fortune, when towards the 
autumn of 1838 the widow was suddenly taken ill at her book, 
in the very act of making out a little bill, which, alas ! she never 
lived to sum up. The disorder progressed so rapidly that on 
the second day she was given over by the doctor, and on 
the third by the apothecary, having lost all power of swaUowing 
his mediciii(;s. The distress of her daughter, thus threatened 
with the sudden rending of her only tie in the world, may be 
conceived; while, to add to her affliction, her dying parent, 
though perfectly sensible, was unable, from a paralysis of the 
organs of speech, to articulate a single word. She tried never- 
theless to speak, with a singular perseverance, but all her 
struggles for utterance were in vain. Her eyes rolled fright- 
fully, the muscles about the mouth worked convulsively, and her 
tongue actually writhed till she foamed at the lips, but 
without producing more than such an unintelligible sound as is 
sometimes heard from the deaf and dumb. It was evident from 
the frequency and vehemence of these eiOforts that she had some- 
thing of the utmost importance to communicate, and which 
her weeping daughter implored her to make known by means 
of signs. 

" Had she anything weighing heavy on her mind ? ” 

The sick woman nodded her head. 

** Did she want anyone to be sent for ? ” 

The head was shaken. 

” Was it about making her will P ” 
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Another mute negative. 

Did she wish to have further medical advice ? ” 

A gesture of great impatience. 

** Would she try to write down her meaning P ** 

The head nodded, and the writing-materials were immedi- 
etely procured. The dying woman was propped up in bed, a 
lead-pencil was placed in her right hand, and a quire of foolscap 
was set before her. With extreme difficulty she contrived to 
scribble the single word MARY; but before she could form 
another letter, the hand suddenly dropped, scratching a long 
mark, like what the Germans call a Devotion Stroke, from the 
top to the bottom of the paper, — her face assumed an intense 
expression of despair — there was a single deep groan — then a 
heavy sigh — and the Widow Mullins was a corpse I 

CHAPTER III. 

“ Gracious I how shocking ! ** cries Morbid Curiosity. 
" And to die too, without telling her secret I What could the 
poor creature have on her mind to lay so heavy ! Pd give 
the world to know what it was! A shocking murder, per- 
haps, and the remains of her poor husband buried Lord knows 
where — so that nobody can enjoy the horrid discovery — and 
the digging of him up 1 

No, Madam — nor the boiling and parboiling ot his viscera to 
detect traces of poison. 

“ To be sure not. It*s a sin and shame, it is, for people to go 
out of the world with such mysteries confined to their own 
bosom. But perhaps it was only a hoard of money that she 
had saved up in private ? ” 

Very possible, Madam. In fact, Mrs. Humphreys, the car- 
renter’s wife, who was present at the death, was so firmly of 
that persaasion, that before the body was cold, although not the 
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searcher, she had exercised a right of search, in every pot, pan, 
box# basket, drawer, cupboard, chimney — in short, every hole and 
corner in the premises. 

“ Ay, and TU be bound discovered a heap of golden guineas 
in an old teapot.” 

No, Madam — not a dump. At least not in the teapot — but 
in a hole near the sink — she found — 

“ What, Sir ? — pray what P 

Two black-beetles, Ma*am, and a money-spinner. 

CHAPTER IV. 

Well, the corpse of the deceased Widow received the usual 
rites. It was waslied — laid out — and according to old pro- 
vincial custom, strewed with rosemary ami other sweet herbs, 
A plate full of salt was placed on the chest — one lighted caudle 
was placed near the head and another at the feet, whilst the Mrs, 
Humphreys, before mentioned, undertook to sit up through the 
night and “ watch the body.” A half-dozen of female neigh- 
bours also volunteered their services, and sat in the little back- 
parlour by way of company for the bereaved daughter, who, by 
the mere force of habit, had caught up and begun mechanically 
to stitch at the patchwork-counterpane, with one corner of 
which she occasionally and absently wiped her eyes — the action 
strangely contrasting with such a huge and harlequin handker- 
chief. In the discourse of the gossips she took no part or in- 
terest : in reality she did not hear the conversation, her ear still 
seeming painfully on the stretch to catch those last dying words 
which her poor mother had been unable to utter. In her 
mind’s eye she was still watching those dreadful contortions 
which disfigui-ed the features of her dying parent during her 
convulsive efforts to speak — she still saw those desperate at- 
tempts to write, and then that leaden fdl of the cold hand, and 
the long scratch of the random pencil that broke off for ever 
and ever the mysterious revelation. A more romantic or am- 
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bitious nature would perhaps have fancied that the undivulged 
secret referred to her own birth ; a more avaricious spirit might 
have dreamed that the disclosure related to hidden treasure ; 
and a more suspicious character might have even supposed that 
death had suppressed some confession of undiscovered guilt. 

JBut the plain matter-of-fiict mind of Mary Mullins was in- 
capable of such speculations. Instead of dreaming, there jpre, 
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of an airy coronet, or ideal bundles of bank-notes, or pots full 
of gold and silver coin, or a disinterred skeleton, she only 
stitched on, and then wept, and then stitched on again at the 
motley coverlet, wondering amongst her other vague wonders 
why no little dirty boys, or ragged little girls, came as usual for 
penny candles and rushlights. The truth being that the gossips 
had considerately muffled up the shop-bell, for vulgar curiosity 
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had caused a considerable influx of extra custom, so that thanks 
to another precaution in suppressing noises, the little chandler’s 
shop presented the strange anomaly of a roaring trade carried on 
in a whisper. 

Owing to this circumstance it was nearly midnight before the 
shop-shutters were closed, the street-door was locked, the gas 
turned off, and the sympathising females prepared to sit down 
to a light, sorrowful supper of tripe and onions. 

In the mean time the candles in tlie little back parlour had 
burned down to the socket, into which one glimmering wick at 
last suddenly plunged, and was instantly drowned in a warm 

bath of liquid grease. 
This trivial incident suf- 
ficed to arouse Miss 
Mullins from her tearful 
stupor; she quietly put 
down the patchwork, and 
without speaking, passed 
into the shop, which was 
now pitch-dark, and with 
her hand began to grope 
for a bunch of long sixes, 
which she knew hung 
from a particular shelf. 
Indeed, she could blind- 

“BHB WILKS IN BNAUTT, LiKi THi KioE®.” folded havc laid hcr hand 
on any given article in the place ; but her fingers had no sooner 
closed on the cold clammy tallow, than with a loud shrill scream 
that might have awakened the dead — if ti*e dead were ever so 
awakened — she sank down on the sandy floor in a strong fit I 

“Lai how ridiculous! What from only feeling a tallow- 
candle?” 

No, Ma’am ; but from only seeing her mother, in her habit 
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as she lived, standing at her old favourite post in the shop ; that 
is to say, at the little desk, between the great black coffee-mill 
and the barrel of red-herrings. 

CHAPTER V. 

“ What I a Ghost — a regular Apparition P ” 

Yes, Sir, a disembodied spirit, but clothed in some ethereal 
substance, not tangible, but of such a texture as to be visible to 
the ocular sense. 

**Bah I ocular nonsense I All moonshine I Ghosts be hanged! 
— no such things in nature — too late in the day for them, by a 
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whole century — quite exploded — went out with the old witches. 
No, no, Sir, the ghosts hare had their day, and W( re all laid 
long ago, before the wood pavement. What should they come 
for? The potters and the colliers may rise for higher wages, 
and the Chartists may rise for reform, and Joseph Sturge may 
rise for his health, and the sun may rise, and the bread may 
rise, and the sea may rise, and the rising generation may rise, 
and all to some good or bad purpose ; but that the dead and 
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buried should rise, only to make one’s hair lisei is more than i 
can credit.” 

They may have some messages or errands to the living. 

“ Yes, and can’t deliver them for want of breath ; or can’t 
execute them for the want of physical force. Just consider 
yourself a ghost ” 

Excuse me. ^ 

‘*!^shawl I only meant for the sake of argument. 1 say, 
suppose yourself a ghost. Well, if you come up out of your 
grave to serve a friend, how are you to help him ? and if it’s an 
enemy, what’s the use of appearing to him if you can’t pitch 
into him.” 

Why, at least it is showing your Spirit, 

** Humph ! that’s true. Well, proceed.” 

CHAPTER VI. 

Thebe is nothing more startling to the human nerves than a 
female scream. Not a make-believe squall, at a spidet or a 
mouse, but a, real, shrill, sharp, ear-piercing shriek, as if from the 
very pitchpipe of mortal fear. Nothing approaches it in thrill- 
ing effect, except the railway whistle ; which, indeed, seems only 
to come from the throat of a giantess, instead of that of an or- 
dinary woman. 

The sudden outcry from the little shop had therefore an ap- 
palling effect on the company in the little back parlour, who for 
the moment were struck as dizzy and stupefied by that flash of 
sound, as if *it had been one of lightning. Their first impulse 
was to set up a chorus^of screams, as nearly ^ possible in the 
same key ; the next, to rush in a body to the shop, where they 
found the poor orphan, as they called her, insensible on the 
floor. 

The fit was a severe one ; but, lucidly the gossips were ex- 
perienced in all kinds of swoons, hysterics, and faintings, and 
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used each restorative process so vigorously, burning, choking, 
pmcning, slapping, and excoriating, that in a very few minutes 
the patient was restored to consciousness, and a world of pain. 
It was a long time, however, before she became collected enough 
to gjve an account of the Apparition — that she had seen her 
Mother, or at least her Ghost, standing beside her old desk ; 
that the figure had turned towards her, and had made the same 
dreadful faces as before, as if endeavouring to speak tp her — a 
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communication which took such effect on the hearers that, with 
one exception, they immediately put on their bonnets and de- 
parted ; leaving old M \ Dadley, who wa|,stone deaf, and had only 
imperfectly heard the t ^ry, to sleep witli Miss Mullins in what 
was doomed thenceforwa i to be a Haunted House. The night, 
nevertheless, passed ovei in quiet; but towards morning the 
ghostly Mother appeared a^ lin to the daughter in a dream, and 
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with the same contortions of her mouth attempted to speak her 
mind, but with the same ill-success. The secret, whatever it 
was, seemed irrevocably committed to Silence and Eternity. 

In the mean time, ere breakfast, the walking of Widow 
Mullins had travelled from one end of Grimsby to the other ; 
and for the rest of the day the little chandler’s shop at the comer 
of Swivel-street was surrounded by a mob of men, women, and 
children, who came to gaze at the Haunted House — not without 
some dim anticipations of perhaps seeing the Ghost at one of 
the windows. Pew females in the position of Mary Mullins 
would have remained under its roof ; but to all invitations from 
well-meaning people she turned a deaf ear ; she had been born 
and bred on the premises — the little back-parlour was her home 
— and from long service at the counter, she had become — to 
alter a single letter in a line of Dibdin’s — 

All one as a piece of the shop. 

As to the Apparition, if it ever appeared again, she said, “ the 
Ghost was the Ghost of her own Parent, and would not harm a 
hair of her head. Perhaps, after the funeral, the Spirit would 
rest in peace ; but at any rate, her mind was made up, not to 
leave the house — no, not till she was carried out of it like her 
poor dear mother.” 

CHAPTER VII. 

And pray, Mr. Author, what is your own private opinion ? 
Do you really believe in Ghosts, or that there was any truth in 
the story of this Grimsby Apparition ? ” 

Heaven knows, Madam I In ordinary oases I should have 
ascribed such a tale to a love of the marvellous ; but as I before 
stated, Miss Mullins was not prone to romance, and had never 
read a work of fiction in her whole life. Again, the vision might 
have been imputed to some peculiar nervous derangement of 
the system, like the famous spectral illusions that haunted the 
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Berlin Bookseller — ^but then the young woman was of a hardy 
constitution, and in perfect health. Finally, the Phantom might 
have been set down as a mere freak of fancy, the off-spring of 
an excited imagination, whereas she had no more imagination 
than a cow. Her mind was essentially commonplace, and 
never travelled beyond the routine duties and occurrences of 
her everyday life. Her very dreams, which she sometimes 
related, were remarked as being particularly prosaic and insipid ; 
the wildest of them having only painted a swarm of over- 
grown cockroaches, in the shop-drawer, that was labelled 
“ Powder Blue.** Add to all this, that her character for veracity 
stood high in her native town; and on the whole evidence 
the verdict must be in favour of the supernatural appearance. 

“ Well — I will never believe in Ghosts ! ** 

No, Madam. Not in this cheerful drawing-room, whilst the 
bright sunshine brings out in such vivid colours the gorgeous 
pattern of the Brussels carpet — no, nor whilst such a fresh wes- 
terly" air blows in at the open window, and sets the Columbines 
a-dancing in that China vase. But suppose, as King John 
says, that 

“ The midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 

Sound one unto the drowsy race of night: 

If this same were a churchyard, where we stand—” 


the grass damp — the wind at east — the night pitch-dark — a 
strangely ill odour, and doubtful whistlings and whisperings 
wafted on the fitful gust. 

“Weil, Sir?—*" 

"Why, then. Madam, instead of disbelieving in Ghosts, you 
would be ready, between sheer fright and the chill of the night 
air— 

** To do what. Sir P — ** 

T6 swallow the first spirits that offered. 

VOL. in, 83 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

The second niglit, at the same hour, the same melodrama of 
** domestic interest” was repeated, except that this time the 
maternal Phantom confronted her daughter on the landing-place 



** X MUST COMB OUT HICXT SPBIHO." 

at the top of the stairs. Another fainting fit was the conse- 
quence ; but before her senses deserted her, the poor creature 
had time to observe the identical writhings and tMritchings of 
the distorted mouth, the convulsive struggles to speak which had 
so appalled her, whilst her departed parent was still in the flesh* 
Luckily, the gossips, backed by two or three she-sceptics, had 
ventured to return to the Haunted House, where they were 
startled as before by a shrill feminine scream, and again found 
Miss Mullins on the ground in a state of insensibility* The fit, 
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however, was as treatable as the former one, and the usual strong 
measures having been promptly resorted to, she again became 
alive to external impressions, — and in particular that a pint of 
aquafortis, or something like it, was going down her throat the 
wrong way — that her little-finger had been in a hand-vice — her 
temples had been scrubbed with sand and cayenne pepper, or 
some other such stimulants, and the tip of Iier nose had been 
scorched with a salamander or a burning feather. A conscious- 
ness, in short, that she was still in this lower sphere, instead of 
the realms of bliss. 

The story she told on her recovery was little more than a se- 
cond edition of the narrative of the preceding night. The 
Ghost had appeared to her, made all sorts of horrible wry 
mouths, and after several vain attempts at utterance, all ending 
in a convulsive gasp, had suddenly clasped its shadowy hands 
round its throat, and then clapped and pressed them on its pal- 
pitating bosom, as if actually choking or bursting with the sup- 
pressed communication. Of the nature of the secret she did not 
offer the slightest con- 
jecture; for the simple 
reason that she had for- 
med none. In all her 
days she had never at- 
tempted successfully to ( 

guess at the commonest ( 

riddle, and to solve such 
an enigma as her mother 
had left behind her was 
therefore quite out of the 
question. The* gossips 
were leas diffident; their 
Wonder was not of the 
t^asgive, but of the Active 
23?r-2 
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kind, which goes under the alias of Curiosity. Accordingly, 
they speculated amongst themselves without stint or scruple 
on the matter that the Spirit yearned so anxiously to reveal; 
for instance, that it related to money, to murder, to an illegiti- 
mate child, to adulterated articles, to a forged will, to a favour- 
ite spot for burial ; nay, that it concerned matters of public in- 
terest, and the highest affairs of the state, one old crone ex- 
pressing her decided conviction that the Ghost had to divulge a 
plot against the life of the Queen. 

To this excitement as to the Spectre and its mystery, the con- 
duct of the Next of Kin afforded a striking contrast ; instead of 
joining in the conjectural patchwork of the gossips, she silently 
took up the old variegated coverlet, and stitched, and sighed, 
and stitched on, till the breaking up of the party left her at 
liberty to go to bed. 

“And did she dream again of the Ghost? ” 

She did. Miss ; but with this difference ; that the puckered 
mouth distinctly pronounced the word Mary, and then screwed 
and twisted out a few more sounds or syllables, but in a gibber- 
ish as unintelligible as the chatter of a monkey, or an Irvingite 
sentence of the Unknown Tongue. 


CirAPTEll JX. 

The third night came — the third midnight — ^and with it the 
Apparition. It matle the same frightful grimaces, and, strange 
to relate, contrived to pronounce in a hollow whisper the very 
word which it had uttered in Mary’s last Dream. But the jum- 
ble of inarticulate sounds was wanting — the jaws gaped, and the 
tongue visibly struggled, but there was a dead, yes, literally a 
dead silence. 
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On this occasion, however, the daughter did not faint away ; 
she had privately taken care to be at the hour of twelve iii the 
midst of her female friends, and her Mother appeared to her in 
the doorway between the little back parlour and the shop. The 
Shadow was only revealed to herself. One of the gossips, in- 
deed, declared afterwards that she had seen Widow Mullins, ** as 
like as a likeness cut out in white paper, but so transparent that 
she could look right through her body at the chaney Jemmy 
Jessamy on the mantelpiece.*’ 

But her story, though accepted as a true bill by nine-tenths 
of the inhabitants of Grimsby, was not honoured by any one 
who was present that night in the little back-parlour. The two 
staring green eyes of Miss Mullins had plainly been turned, not 
on the fireplace, but towards the door, and her two bony fore- 
fingers had wildly pointed in the same direction. Nevertheless, 
the more positive the contradiction, the more obstinately the 
story-teller persevered in her statement, still adding to its cir- 
cumstantialities, till in process of time she affirmed that she had 
not only seen the Ghost, but that she knew its secret ; namely, 
that the undertaker and his man had plotted between them to 
embezzle the body, and to send it up in a crate, marked “ Chaney 
— this side upwards,” to Mr. Guy in the Borough. 


CHAPTEE X. 

On the fourth night the Ghost appeared at the usual time, 
with its usual demeanour, — but at the shop instead of the par- 
lour-door, close to the bundle of new mops. 

On the fifth, behind the counter, near the till. 

On the sixth night, again behind the counter, but at the other 
end of it beside the great scales. 
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On the seventh night, which closed the day of the funeral^ in 
the little back-parlour. It had been hoped, and predicted, that 
after the interment, the Spirit would cease to walk — whereas at 
midnight it reappeared, as aforesaid, in the room behind the 
shop, between the table and the window. 

On the eighth night, it became visible again at the old desk, be- 
tween the great black colFee-mill and the herring-barrel. In the 
opinion of Miss Mullins, the Spectre had likewise crossed her path 
sundry times in the course of the day — at least she had noticed u 
sort of film or haze that interposed itself before sundry objects 
— ^for instance, the great stone-bottle of vinegar in the shop, anil 
the framed print of “ the Witch of Endor calling up Samuel,’* 
in the back room. On all these occasions the Phantom had ex- 
hibited the same urgent impulse to speak, with the same spas- 
modic action of the features, and if possible, a still more intense 
expression of anxiety and anguish. The despairing gestures and 
motions of the visionary arms and hands were more and more 
vehement. It was a tragic pantomime, to have driven any other 
spectator raving mad ! 
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Even the dull phlegmatic nature of Miss Mullins at last 
began to be stirred and excited by the reiteration of so awful a 
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tpeeiacle: and her curiosity, slowly but surely, became in* 
tereaied in the un- 
divulged secret which 
could thus keep a dis- 
embodied spirit from 
its appointed resting- 
place, the weighty 
necessity which couhl 
alone recall a departed 
soul to earth, after it 
had once experienced 
the deep calm and 
quiet of the grave. 

The sober sorrow of 
the mourner was 
changed into a feverish 
fretting — she could no 
longer eat, drink, or 
sleep, or sit still, — the patchwork quilt was thrust away in a 
comer, and as to the shop, the little dirty boy, and the little 
ragged girl were obliged to repeat their retail orders tlirice over 
to the bewildered creature behind the counter, who even then 
was apt to go to the wrong box, can, or canister, — to serve 
them out train-oil instead of treacle, and soft-soap in lieu of 
Dorset butter. 

What wonder a rumour went throughout Grimsby that she 
was crazy ? But instead of going out of her mind, she had 
rather come into it, and for the first strange time was exercising 
her untrained faculties on one of the most perplexing mysteries 
that had ever puzzled a human brain. No marvel, then, that she 
gftve change twice over for the same sixpence, and sent little 
Soiggem home with a bar of soap instead of a stick of brim- 
stone. In fact, between her own absence of mind and the pre- 
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sence of mind of her customers, she sold so many good bargains, 
that the purchasers began to wish that a Deaf and Dumb Ghost 
would haunt every shop in the town ! 


CHAPTEE XI. 

Accordikg to the confession of our first and last practi- 
tioners, the testimony of medical works, and the fatal results of 
most cases of Trismus, there is no surgical operation on the 
human subject so difficult as the picking of a Locked Jaw. No 
skeleton key has yet been invented by our body-smiths that 
will open a mouth thus spasmodically closed. The organ is in 
what the Americans call an everlasting fix — ^the poor man is 
booked — and you may at once proceed to put up the rest of his 
shutters. 

This difficulty, however, only occurs in respect to the physical 
frame. For a spiritual lock-jaw there is a specific mode of treat- 
ment, which, according to tradition, has generally proved suc- 
cessful in overcoming the peculiar Trismus to which all Ap- 
paritions are subject, and which has thus enabled them to break 
that melancholy silence, which must otherwise have prevailed in 
their intercourse with the living. The modus opermtdi is ex- 
tremely simple, and based on an old-fashioned rule, to which, 
for some obscure reason, ghosts as well as good little boys seem 
bound to adhere, i.^., not to speak till they are spoken to. It is 
only necessary, therefore, if you wish to draw out a dumb Spirit, 
to utter the first word. 

Strange to say, this easy and ancient prescription never oc- 
curred to either Miss Mullins or her gossips till the ninth day, 
when Mrs. Humphreys, happening to stumble on the old rule in 
her son's spelling-book, at the same time hit on the true cause 
of the silence of the “ Mysterious Mother.” It was im- 
mediately determined that ' the same night, or at least the veiy 
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first time the Spirit reappeared, it should be spoken to ; the 
very terms of the filial address, like those of a Royal Speech, 
being agreed on beforehand, at the same council. Whether the 
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orator, the appointed hour and the expected auditor considered, 
would remember so long a sentence, admitted of some doubt ; 
however it was learned by rote, and having fortified herself with 
a glass of cordial, and her backers having fortified themselves 
with two*, the trembling Mary awaited the awful interview, con- 
ning over to herself the concerted formula, which to assist her 
memoiy had been committed to paper. 

“ Muther, if so be you ar my muther, and as such being 
spoke to, speak I cunjer you, or now and ever after old your 
Tung.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

On® — Two — Three — Four — Five — Six — Seven — ^Eight — 
Nine— Ten— Eleven— TWELVE ! 

The Hour was come and the Ghost. True to the last stroke 
of the dock, it appeared like a figure projected from a magic 
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lantern, on the curtain at the foot of the bed— for, through certain 
private reasons of her own, Miss Mullins had resolved not only 
to be alone, but to receive her visitor— as the Prench ladies do 
—in her ehamhre d coucher. Perhaps she did not care that any 
ear but her own should receive a disclosure which might involve 
•matters of the most delicate nature; a secret that might per- 
chance affect the reputation of her late parent, or her own social 
position. However, it 
^ was in solitude and 
from her pillow, that 
with starting eyeballs, 
and outstretched arms, 
she gazed for the ninth 
time on the silent 
Phantom, which had 
assumed a listening 
expression, and an ex- 
pectant attitude, as if 
it had been invisibly 
present at the recent 
debate, and had over- 

MOTHBU OF PBi-BL. 

heard the composition 

of the projected speech. But that speech was never to be spoken. 
In vain poor Mary tried to give it utterance ; it seemed to stick, 
like an apothecary’s powder, in her throat — to her fauces, her 
palate, her tongue, and her teeth, so that she could not get it out 
of her mouth. 

The Ghost made a sign of impatience. 

Poor Mary gasped. 

The Spirit frowned and apparently stamped with its foot. 

Poor Mary made another violent effort to speak, but only 
gave a sort of tremulous croak. ^ 

The features of the Phantom again began to work — the 
musdes abo^t the mouth quivered and twitched. 
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Poor Mary’s (lid the same. 

The whole face of the Apparition was drawn and puckered by 
a spasmodic paroxysm, and poor Mary felt that she was imitat* 
ing the contortions, and even that hideous grin, the rim ear- 
donicus, which had inspired her with such horror. 

At last with infinite difficulty, she contrived by a desperate* 
effort to utter a short ejaculation — ^but brief as it was it sufficed 
to break the spell. 

The Ghost, as if it had only awaited the blessed sound of one 
single syllable from the human voice, to release its own vocal 
organs from their mysterious thraldom, instantly spoke. 

But the words arc worthy of a separate chapter. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

“ Mar^ ! it aruH booked'-^but there's tuppence for sandpaper at 
number nine ! ** 



AM OIA on, BUT GOOD, WXXB BOXB BiVBS XB THB BXVO. 



Note.— “ It U much to the Discredit o£ Ghosts/’—Says Johannes Lan- 
temos, in his Treatise of Apparitions,** — “ that they doe so commonly re> 
visit the Earth on such trivial Errands as would hardly justify a Journey 
from London to York, much less from one World to another. Grave anH 
weighty ought to be the Matter that can awaken a Spirit from the deep 
Slumbers of the Tomb ; solemn and potent must be the Spell, to Induce the 
liberated Soul, divorced with such mortal Agony from its human Clothing; 
to put on merely such flimsy Atoms, as may render it visible to the Eye of 
Flesh. For neither willingly nor wantonly doth the Spirit ot a Man forsake 
its subterrane Dwelling, as may be seen in the awful Question b\ the Ghost 
of Samuel to the Witch of Endor — ‘ Wherefore hast thou disquieted Me ami 
called me up?* And yet, forsooth, a walking Phantom shall break the 
Bonds of Death, and perchance the Bonds of Hell to boot, to go on a 
Mes^age, which concerns but an Individual, and not a great one either, or 
at most a Family, nor yet one of note, for example, to disclose the lurking 
Place of a lost Will, or of a Pot of Money in Dame Perkins her back Yard, 
— Whereas such a Supernatural Intelligencer hath seldom been vouchsafetl 
to reveal a State Plot — to prevent a Royal Murther, or avert the Sljip- 
wrack of an whole Empire. Wherefore I conclude that many or most 
Ghost Stories have had their rise in the Self-Conceit of vain ignorant 
People, or the Arrogance of great Families, who take Pride in the Belief 
that their mundane Affairs are of so important a Pitch, as to perturb de- 
parted Souls, even amidst the Pains of Purgatory, or the Pleasures of 
Paradise.*’ 



NO I 


No sun — no moon ! 

No mom — no noon — 

No dawn— no dusk — no proper time of day — 


No sky — ^no earthly view— 

No distance looking blue — 

No road — no street — no “ Vother si^ the way 
No end to’ any Bow — 

No indications where the Oresc^ts go— 
No top to any steeple— ^ 

No recognitions of familiar people— s- 

No courtesies for showing 'em — 

No knowing 'em ! — 

No travelling at all — no locomotion, 

No inkling of the way — ^no notion — 

** No go ” — ^by land or ocean — 

No mail — no post — 

No news from any foreign coast — 

No Park— no Ring — no afternoon gentility— 

No company — no nobility — 

No warmth, no cheerfulness, no healthful ease, 

No comfortable feel in any member— 

No shade, no shine, no butterflies, no bees, 

No fruits, no flow'rs, no leaves, no birds,— 
November I 
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A VBBY SO-SO CHARA.CTEE. 

*• I TAKE it for said Mrs. Wiggins, inquiring as to 

the character of a csitain homble companion, “ that she is tern- 
pCTBte, conversable, aq^ willing to make herself agreeable ? ” 
“Quite,” replfed Mrs. Figgins. “Indeed, I never knew a 
young person to sober, so sociable, and so solicitous to please.” 
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THE REPEAL OF THE UNION. 

It was a fine, clear, moonlight night, and Mike Mahony was 
strolling on the beach of the Bay of Bcalcreagh— who knows 
why? perhaps to gather dhoolamam, or to look for a crab, but 
tlunking intensely of nothing at all, because of the tune he was 
whistling, — when looking seaward, he saw, at about a stone's 
cast from the shore, a dark object which appeared like a human 
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head. Or was it a seal? Or a keg of whiskey? Alas! no 
such good luck I The dark object mbred like a living thing, 
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and approaching nearer and nearer, into shallower water, re- 
vealed successively the neck and the shoulders of a man, 

Mike wondered extremely. It was a late hour for a gentle- 
man to be bathing, and there was no boat or vessel within 
Leandering distance, from which the unknown might have 
swum. Meanwhile the stranger approached, the gliding motion 
of the figure suddenly changing into a floundering, as if having 
got within his depth, he was wading through the deep mud. 

Hitherto, the object, amid the broad path of silver light, had 
been a dark one ; but diverging a little out of the glittering 
water, it now became a bright one, and Mike could make out the 
features at least as plainly as those of the Man in the Moon. 
At last the creature stopped a few fathoms off, and in a sort of 
forrin voice,” such as the Irishman had .lever heard before, 
called to Mike Mahoney. 

Mike crossed himself, and answered to his name. 

** What do you take me for ? ” asked the stranger. 


THE BBPBAL OF THE UNION. 


“ Diyil knows/’ thought Mike, taking a terrible scratch at his 
red head, but he said nothing. 

^*Look here then,” said the stranger; and plunging head 
downwards, as for a dive, he raised and flourished in the air a 
fish’s tail, like a salmon’s, but a great deal bigger. After this 
exhibition had lasted for about a minute, the tail went down, 
and the head came up again. 

“ Now you know, of course, what I am ? ” 

“ Why, thin,” said Mike, with a broad grin, “ axing your 
pardon, I take it you’re a kind of Half-Sir.” 
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” True for you,” said the Merman, for such he was, in a very 
melancholy tone. “I am only half a gentleman, and it’s 
YOL. III. 34 
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what troubles me, day and night. But rUpome more convenient 
to you.” 

Xnd by dint of great exertion, partly crawling, and partly 
shooting himself forward with hk tail, shrimp fashion, he con- 
trived to reach the beach, when he rolled himself close to Mike’s 
feet, which instinctively made a step apiece in retreat. 

“Never fear, Mike,” said the Merman, “it’s not in my heart 
to hurt one of the finest peasantry in the world.” 

“ Why, thin, you’d not object maybe,” inquired Mike, not 
quite reassured, “ to cry O’Connell for ever P ” 

“ By no means,” replied the Merman ; “ or Success to the 
Rent.” 

“ Faix, where did he larn that? ” muttered Mike to himself. 

“ Water is a good conductor of sound,” said the Merman, 
with a wink of one of his round, skyblua eyes. “ It can carry 
a voice a long way — ^if you think of Father Mathew’s.” 

“ Bedad, that’s true ! ” exclaimed Mike. ” And in course 
you’ll have heard of the Kepale ? ” 

“ Ah, that’s it,” said the Merman, with a long-drawn sigh, 
and a forlorn shake of the head. “ That’s just it. It’s in your 
power, Mike, to do me the biggest favour in the world,” 

“With all the pleasure in life,” replied Mike, “provided 
there’s neither sin nor shame in it,” 

“ Not the least taste of either,” returned the Merman. “ It 
is only that you will help me to repeal this cursed Union, that 
has joined the best part of an Irish gentleman to the worst end 
of a fish,” 

“ Murther alive 1 ” shouted Mike, jumping a step backward, 
“ what! cut off your honour’s tail ! ” 

“ That very same,” said the Merman. “ ‘ Hereditary bonds- 
men, know ye not, who would be free, themselves must strike* 
the blow.’ But you see, Mike, it’s impossible in my case tc 
strike the blow myself.” 
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^ «*Shuie»and so it is/* said Mike, reflectively, **and if I 
thought you would not be kilt entirely— which would be half a 
ittarderanyhow^** 

Never fear, Mike. Only cut exactly through the flrst row 
of scales, between the. flsh and the flesh, and I shall feel no 
pain, nor will you even spill a drop of blood.*’ 

Mike shook his head doubtfully — very doubtfully indeed, 
and then muttered to himself, 

Divil a bit of a Repale without that ! ** 

‘‘ Not a drop, I tell you,** said the Merman, there's my 
hand on it,** and he held out a sort of flesh-coloured paw, with 
webs between the Angers. 

“ It*a a bargain,** said Mike, “ but after all,** and he grinned 
knowingly at the Merman, “ supposing your tail cut ofl‘ from 
you, it*s small walking ye*ir get, onless I could lend you tlie 
loan of a pair o* legs.** 

“True for you, Mike,** replied the 
Merman, ** but it*s not the walking that 
I care for. It*8 the sitting, Mike,** 
and he winked again with his round, 
sky-blue eye, “it’s the sitting, and 
which you see is mighty unconvenient, 
so long as I am linked to this scaly 
Saxon appendage.*’ 

“ Saxon is it I ** bellowed Mike, 
** hurrah then for the Repale ! ** and 
whipping out a huge clasp-knife from 
his pocket, he performed the operation 
exactly as the Merman had directed, — 

ViJrOT fOBTBAIT.— TAir ^ i 

Koxvois. » and, strange to say of an Irish oper- 
ation, without shedding a drop of blood. 

” There,** said Mike, having first kicked the so dissevered tail 

into the sea, and then setting up the Half-Sir like a ninepin on 
24—2 
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the broad end, ** there you are, free and indepindint, and fit to 
sit where you plase/* 

“ Millia Beachus, Mike,” replied the Merman, “ and as to the 
sitting? where I please,” here he nodded three times very signifi- 
cantly, ** the only seat that will please me will be in College 
Green.” 

“ Och ! that will be a proud day for Ireland I ” said Mike, 
attempting to shout, and intending to cut a caper and to throw 
up his hat. But his limbs were powerless, and his mouth only 
gaped in a prodigious yawn. As his mouth closed again his 
eyes opened, but he could see nothing that he could make head 
or tail of — the Merman was gone. 

** Bedad ! ” exclaimed Mike, shutting his eyes again, and 
rubbing the lids lustily with his knuckles, “ what a dhrame Fve 
had of the Bepale of the Union I ” 


EPIGRAM 

ON LIEUTENANT EYEE’s NAREATIVE OP THE DISASTERS AT 
CABUL. 


A SORRY tale, of soiTy plans. 

Which this conclusion grants, 

That Aflfghan clans had all the Kham 
And we had all the cant*9. 
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HYDROPATHY, OR THE COLD WATEJl CURE, 

AS PSACTISED BY VINCENT PBIESSNITZ, AT aitAFENBEIlG. 
BY B. T. CLABIDOE, ESI}. 


**The element that never tires.”— Basil Hall. 


The greatest danger to the health or life in Foreign Travel* 
ling, at least in Germany, is notoriously from damp linen. A 
German-Ofen is not adapted for the process vulgarly called 
airing^ and the “ Galloping Horse,** alluded to by Words- 
worth in his poem on a Hanoverian Stove, is anything but a 
clothes-horse. If you send your linen to be washed, therefore, 
yon must expect in return a shirt as damp as a Dampschiff-— 
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stoddngs as dripping as the hose of a fire enginOi and a hand- 
kerchief with which you cannot dry your eyes. As a matter of 
course, you must look, now and then, for a wet blankot, or a 
moist sheet ; and should that be the case, there is only one 
warming-pan to our knowledge in the Bhenish Provinces — and 
that one is at Coblenz. 

Now this drawback would alone prove a damper to many an 
English Tourist, who would otherwise go up the Bhine : for of 
what avail are all his Patent Waterproof articles — ^lus umbrella, 
his Macintosh, his goloshes, India-rubber shoes, and Perring’s 
beaver, whilst he is thus liable to wet next liis skin. In fact, 
we believe this danger, more than any sea risk or land peril, 
has deterred thousands of Valetudinarians from repairing to 
Germany to drink the waters — ^accompanied by the unwhole- 
some probability of chilling the jskin, closing the pores, and 
checking the insensible, invisible perspiration by putting on humid 
garments; than which nothing can be more injurious to even 
the strongest constitution, — witness the fatal shirt that clung so 
to Hercules, and which, allowing for mythological embellish- 
ment, was no doubt simply a clean one — sent to him wringing 
wet by that jade Dejanira. 

The catastrophe of the great Alcides rests, however, on the 
very doubtful testimony of Greek historians. It is true, that 
by our English sanatory notions he ought to have died — say of 
inflammation on the lungs — ^but according to the Hydropathists, 
the Strong Man ought to have been only the stronger for a 
“Cold Wet Bandaging.** Instead of cutting his stick— or 
rather dub— he ought merely to have broken out in salutary 
boils, which would have removed all his complaints, if he had 
any — for example, one Mr. Bausse names all chronic diseases of 
the lungs, all organic defects, and all diseases in people tohose 
tnueclee and einews are poet all power of action^ and from whom 
He tiial principle hoe pmed beyond recovery — which said peoplci 
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if we know anything of plain English, must be neither more 
nor less than And to confirm this cadaverous 

view of them, p. 74 declares that these assertions of Mr. Bausse 
are supported by Mr. Raven / 
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Professor Munde, however, who was cured of a painful com- 
plaint during his residence at Griifenberg, stops short of the 
cure of Death by light or heavy wet, but enumerates Gout, 
Rheumatism, Tic Doloureux, Hernia, Hypochondria, Piles, 
Fevers of all kinds, Inflammations, Cholera, &c. &c. &c., to which 
Mr. Glaridge adds a list, by the Reverend John Wesley, of 
some hundred of diseases, in man, woman, and child, to be 
cured by “Primitive Physic,** alias Aqua Pumpy. Nay, we 
bate oases of Illustrious Patients — Baron Blank, Count Dashg 
QenMl Asterisk, the Marquis de Anonymous, and others, who 
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were all well washed, and all washed well, — and so far from 
suffering from wet linen, were actually swaddled in it; and in- 
stead of being chilled, actually heated from being put up damp, 
like haystacks. It follows that Hercules could not be carried 
off in the way supposed, — and especially if he enjoyed such 
indelicate health as he exhibits in his pictures and statues. 

The common dread of water and wetting seems certainly to 
be rather overstrained. We think little, indeed, of the instance 
of Thomas Cain, aged 207, of whose burial registry Mr. Claridge 
funiishes an extract from the parish books ; first, because there 
is no evidence that this very “ Old Tom ” was in the habit of 
soaking his clay with water ; and secondly, because 207 woe 
very probably the way with an ignorant Clerk of Betting down 27. 
Neither do we attach much weight to the opjnious of the 
Travellers, who ** assure us that amongst the Arabs this age is 
not unfrequently attained, and that men are frequently married 
at a hundred years of age ; first, because the Desert is not par- 
ticularly well supplied with water ; and secondly, that con- 
sequently the Arabs must be of rather dry habits. But looking 
at another animal which lives In the wet, and is one of the 
greatest of water-drinkers, namely, the whale, we are quite 
ready to allow, as to its longevity, that it is " the longest crea- 
ture as lives.” 

Take courage, then, ye Valetudinarians, and apply for your 
passports. Go fearlessly up the Rhine, into swampy Holland, 
or Belgium, or wherever you will. Your old bugbears are 
actually benefits — real reforms to the constitution. Write on 
yourselves if you choose, “ This side uppermost,” but omit the 
fellow direction, " To be kept dry.” Yen vill thrive like the 
hydrangeas the more you are watered. Ri.Je outside, and forget 
your umbrella. Prefer soaked coachboxes and sloppy boats — 
and if you even go overboard, remember that the mother of 
Achilles, to make him invulnerable, ducked him in a river. Ask 
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for damp sheets, and pay extra for a wet blanket— nay, never 
say die, though after a jolly night you find the next morning 
that you have slept in a dewy meadow, with the moon for a 
warming-pan. If, in walking on St. Swithin*s day, you happen 
to get under a spout, stay there— it’s a Douch-Bad— 
Frontispiece, figure 4, and you are lucky in getting it gratis. 
Should you chance to trip and throw yourself a fair back-fall, 
with your head in n puddle, don’t rise, but lie there as con- 
tentedly as a drunkard, for that — sec figure 2 — is a Kopf-Bad. 
Instead of striding over a kennel, step into it, — for it is as good 
as a Fuss-Bad. And when a tub of cold water comes in your 
way, squat down in it like Parson Adams, when he played at 
" the Ambassador,** for that is a Sitz-Bad — as you may see in 
figure 8, where a gentleman is sitting, as happy as a Merman 
with his tail in a tub, and reading Claridge on the Cold 
Water Cure 1 ** ^ 

And should you experience, though you ought not, any 
aguish chills, or rheumatic pains from this mode of conduct — 
push on at once to Grafenberg, where Vincent Priessnitz will 
soak all complaints out of you, like the salt from a ling. As 
the preface says, it is “ only eight or ten days* journey from 
London,** and you may go either by Ostend or Hamburg; but 
the first route is the best, because you cun kcL your thirst by 
the way at the springs of Aix-la-Chapelle, and the Brunnens of 
Nassaur For our own parts we prefer our washing done at 
home; but never mind us. Push on for the great Fountain Tavern 
in Silesia, for depend upon it whatever you feel, whether flushes, 
shudderings, gnawings, cravings, creepings, shootings, throb- 
bings, dartings and prickings — it is only Nature hoting for 
water. 

Never stop, then, except perhaps for a minute or so to look 
at the votive fountain the Wallachian and Moldavian ‘patients 
have erected, dedicated “ Au Genie de l*Eau Froide,** — never 
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halt till you have reached the famous Houae of Call for Water* 
men, and pledged the great Aquarius himself in a goblet of his 
own Adam’s ale. If you are 
faint it will revive you, if 
thirsty it will refresh you, 
and if you have broken a 
bone or two by the upsetting 
of a diligence, the very man 
for a fracture stands before 
you. In fact his first exploit 
in Hydropathy was with cold 
water and wet bandages, and 
some little assistance from a 
table, to set and mend two 
of his own broken ribs ! 

After that if you are so un- 
reasonable as still to require 

CUHLI2f& FLUID. 

any evidence of the peculiar 

virtues of the fluid, know that hy drinking and dispensing it 
ice-cold though it be, Vincent Priessnitz has made himself so 
warm that he is worth £ 50 , 000 . 

The above advice, it must be remembered, is not ours, but 
drawn from the book before us. We should be loth to be re- 
sponsible personally for any lady or gentleman going so far off 
as Silesia to drown themselves, and by the awfully premeditated 
process of taking “ twenty glasses of water a day.** Neither 
should we like to have to answer to a visitor to Grafenberg for 
the discomfort of a room like “a soldier’s chamber in a barrack,** 
80 low that Mr. Gross could not stand upright in it — ^with no 
better furniture than a bedstead with a stiuw mattress — a chest 
of deal drawers, a table, two chairs, a decanter and glass (for 
water only) and an “enormous washhand-basin.** It would 
vex us to have commended any one to a table where it it 
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generally cmnplained that the food “ though plentiful is coarse.*’ 
He knight not be pleased either with the remedy of drinking so 
much cold water, that there was little room for the solids. And, 
above all, he would naturally cry out against the heart-burnings 
incurred by Mr. Claridge himself, and which were relieved by a 
cure certainly worse than the disease. 



k DROP or TEB CBBiLTURB. 


The burning liquid which rises from the stomach to the 
throat is often caused at Grafcnberg by the abundance of the 
greasy food with which the table is supplied. At the period of the 
msis it frequently makes its appearance at the termination of 
kiamours, of which part is discharged by the first courses. I 
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was sharply attacked by it at this period of the treatment, and 
diarrhoea which I brought on in gorging myaejf with cold water 
during two days completely cured me' ** — P. 237. 

Now, it may be well for Priessnitz, who boards and lodges his 
patients, to prescribe water by the pailful to prevent gluttony ; 
or to give them such beds and rooms as must necessarily pro- 
mote early rising and encourage exercise out of doors. It may 
be quite consistent with his theory to neither light nor pave his 
neighbourhood, so that his clients are sure on a rainy day of a 



Mud-bath in addition to their other ones. But as we said before, 
we should not like to advise any one we love or like to put 
themselves under his wet hands, unless inoidinately fond of duck 
and cold pig. Moreover, many points of his treatment are prac- 
tised, if not openly at least secretly, in our own country ; and 
at a consequent saving of all the trouble and expense to the 
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patients of a journey to Silesia. The damp sheet system is no 
secret to the chambermaids at our provincial inns, and the 
metropolitan publicans and milkmen are far from blind to the 
virtues of cola water as a beverage, A fact that probably 
accounts for the peculiar healthiness of London compared with 
other capitals. 

, To be candid, we have besides a private prejudice against 
anything like a Grand Catholicon — not the Pope, but an uni- 
versal remedy for all diseases, from elephantiasis down to pip. 
And we become particularly sceptical when we meet with a 
specific backed by such a testimonial as that of the Rev, John 
Wesley in favour of Water versm Hydrophobia. 

“ And this, I apprehend, accounts for its //•e^uen^ly mting the 
bite of a mad dog, especially if it be repeated for twenty-five or 
thirty days successively.**—?. 81. 

Of which we can only say, that on the production of certificates 
of three such cures, signed by a respectable turncock, wc will 
let whoever likes it be worried by a mad pack of hounds, and 
then cure him by only showing him Aldgate-pump. 

Moreover, we are aware of the aptitude of our cousins the 
Germans to go the whole way “ and a bittock ** in their theories. 
As Mr. Puff says of the theatrical people, “ Give those fellows a 
good thing and they never know when to have done with it.’* 
Thus allowing the element to be wholesome, for ablution or as a 
beverage, they order you not only to swig, sit, stand, lie and 
soak in it, but actually to snuff it up your nose — what is a 
bridge without water? — for a cold in the head 1 — P. 228. 

It was our intention to have quoted a case of fever which was 
got under much as Mr. Braidwood would have quenched an in- 
flammation in a house. ]^ut our limits forbid. In the mean 
time it has been our good fortune, since reading Claridge on 
Hydropathy, to see a sick drake avail himself of the “ Cold, 
Water Cure** at the dispensary in St. James’s-paik. First in 
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waddling in, he took a Foss-Bad; then he took a Sitz«Bad, and 
then, tnming his curly tail up into the air, he took a Kopf-Bad. 
Lastly, he rose almost upright on his latter end, and made such 
a triumphant flapping with his wings, that we really expected 
he was going to shout " Priessnitz for ever! ” But no such 
thing. He only cried, ** Quack 1 quack 1 quack I ** 
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A WBIFPBB Iir. 

MR. CHUBB. 

A PISCATORY ROMANCE. 



** Let me live harmlessly, and near the brink 
01 Trent or Avon have a dwelling place, 

Where I may see roy quill or cork down sink 

With eager bite of Perch, or BleaK, or Dace.*’-^, Davors. 


** I care not, I, to fish in seas. 

“ Fresh rivers best my mind do please, 

Whose sweet calm course 1 contemplate, 

^d seek in life to imitate.*'— P isoatob’s Sono. 
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*‘Th6 ladies, angling in the crystal lake, 

Feast on the waters with the prey they take, 

At once viotorioas with their lines ana eyes, 

They make the fishes and the men their prize." — W ali^kr. 


CHAPTER I. 

Mr. Chubb was not, by habit and repute, a ftsherman. 
Angling had never been practically his hobby. He wa^rnone of 
those enthusiasts in the gentle craft, who as soon as close time 
comes to an end, are sure to be seen in a punt at Hampton 
Deeps, under the arches of Kew Bridge, or on the banks of the 
New River, or the Lea, trolling for jack, ledgering for barbel, 
spinning for trout, roving for perch, dapping for chub, angling 
for gudgeon, or whipping for bleak. He had never fished but 
once in his life, on a chance holiday, and then caught but one 
bream, but that once sufficed to attach him to the pastime ; it 
was so still, so quiet, so lonely ; the very thing for a shy, bash- 
ful, nervous man, as taciturn as a post, as formal as a yew hedge, 
and as sedate as a Quaker. Nevertheless he did not fall in love 
with fishing, as some do, rashly and madly, but as became his 
character, discreetly and with deliberation. It was not a hasty 
passion, but a sober preference founded on esteem, and accord- 
ingly instead of plunging at once into the connexion, he merely 
resolved in his heart, that at some future time he would retire 
from the hosiery line, and take to one of gut, horsehair, or silk. 

In pursuance of this scheme, whilst he steadily amassed the 
necessary competence, he quietly accumulated the other requi- 
sites; from time to time investing a few more hundreds in the 
Funds, and occasionally adding a fresh articles to his tackle, or a 
new guide or treatise to his books on the art. Into these vol- 
umes, at his leisure, he dipped, gradually storing his mind with 
the piscatory rules, “ line upon line, and precept upon precept,” 
till in theory he was a respectable proficient. And in his Sunday 
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walk$» he commonly sought the banks of one or other of our 
Middlesex rivers, where glancing at sky and water, with a s^^ecu- 
lative eye, he would whisper to himself— “ a fine day ibr the 
perohi** or “ a likely hole for a chub ; but from all actual 
practice he religiously abstained, carefully hoarding it up, like 
his money, at compound interest, for that delicious Otium-aiui- 
Water, which, sooner or later, Hope promised he should enjoy. 

In the meantime, during one of these suburban rambles, he 
observed, near Enfield Chase, a certain row of snug little villas, 
each with its own garden, and its own share of tho New Biver, 
which flowed between the said pleasure-grounds on one side, 
and a series of private meadows on the other. The houses, 
Indeed, were in pairs, two under one roof, but each garden was 
divided from the next one by an evergreen fence, tall and thick 
enough to screen the proprietor from neighbourly observation : 
whilst the absence of any public footpath along the fields equally 
secured the residents from popular curiosity. A great consider- 
ation with an angler, who, near the metropolis, is too liable to 
be accosted by some confounded hulking fellow with “ What 
sport,— how do they bite ? ” — or annoyed by some pestilent little 
boy, who will intrude in his swim. 

that^s the place for me,” thouglit Mr, Chubb, es- 
pecially alluding to a green lawn which extended to the water’s 
edge — not forgetting a tall lignum vitae tree, against which, 
seated in an ideal arm chair, he beheld his own Eidolon, in the 
very act of pulling out an imaginary fish, as big and bright as a 
fresh herring. 

“ ITes, that w the place for me,” muttered Mr. Chubb ; " so 
snug — so retired — so all to one’s self ! Nobody to overlook, 
nothing to interrupt one ! — No towing-path — no barges 
— no thoroughfare — Bless my soul I it’s a perfect little 
Paradise I ” 

And it was the place for him indeed — for some ten years 
VOL. III. 25 



afterwards the occupant died suddenly of where* 

upon Mr. Chubb bought the property, sold off his business, 
and retiring to the villa, which he christened *^Waltdn Oot* 
tage,” prepared to realise the long water-souchyi^ dream, of his 
middle age. 

“And did he catch anything?” 

My dear Miss Eastie — do, pray, allow the poor gentleman 
a few moments to remove, and settle liimself in his new abode, 
and in the meanwhile, let me recommend you to the care of that 
allegorical Job in petticoats, who is popularly supposed to re* 
create herself, when she is not smiling on a monument, by 
fishing in a punt. 


CHAPTER II. 


Eureka. 1 

. The day, the happy day is come at last, and no bride, in 
her pearl silk and orange flowers, after a protracted courtship, 
ever felt a more blissful flutter of spirits than Mr. Chubb, 
as in a bran>iicw white hat, fustian jacket, and drab leggings, 
he stands on the margin of the New River, about to become 
an angler for better or worse. 

The morning is propitious. The sky is slightly clouded, 
and a gentle southerly zephyr just breathes, here and there, 
on the gray water, wliich is thickly studded with little dim- 
ples that dilate into rings,— signs, as sure as those in the zodiac, 
of Aquarius at»d Pisces. A comfortable arm-chair is planted in 
the shadow of the tall lignum vitsc — ^to the right, on tlie grass, 
lies a landing net, and on the left, a basket big enough to re- 
ceive a Salmon. Mr. Chubb himself stands in front of the 
chair j and having satisfied his mind, by a panoramic glance, 
of his complete solitude, begins precipitately to prepare his 
tackle, by drawing the strings of a long bfbwn^hctllaud case 



1CB.CHI7BB. 


887 


A luurd double knot. ‘^But he is too happy to swear, so 
fo;' <mfy blesses his soul, patiently unravels the knot, and 
ebtnj^d^ntly allows the rod to glide out of the linen 
cover. With deliberate care he fits each joint in its socket,— 
froni the butt glittering with bright brass, to the tapering top — 
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and then, with supple wrist, proves the beautiful pliancy of 
the complete thing.” Next from the black leather pocket- 
book he selects a line of exquisite fineness, and attaches it 
by the loop to the small brazen wire ring at the point of the 
whalebone. The fine gut, still retaining its angles from the 
reel, like a long zigzag of gossamer, vibrates to the elastic 
tod, which in turn quivers to the agitated hand, tremulous 
85^2 
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with excitement. But what ails Mr. Chubb P AH at once 
he starts of into the strangest and wildest ?agaries,~now 
clotching like Macbeth at the aii» drawn daggeiv and then 
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suddenly wheeling round like a dog trying to catch his own 
tail — now snatching at some invisible blue bottle buzzing 
about his nose, — ^next flea-hunting about his clothes, and then 
staring skywards with goggle eyes, and round open mouth, 
as if he would take a minnow ! A few bars rest — and oif he 
goes again,— jumping — spinning, — skipping right and left — 
no urchin striving to apprehend Jack o’Laniera ever cut more 
capers. 

He is endeavouring to catch his line that he ma^r bait the 
hook ; but the breeze carries it far a-field, and the spring of the 
• rod jerks it to and fro, here and there and everywhere but into 
bis eager hand* Sometimes the shot swing into his eye, some- 
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times the float bounces into his mouth or bobs against his nose, 
aud then, hMf caught, they spring up perpendicularly, and fall 
down again, with the clatter of hail, on the crown of his white 
beaver. At last he succeeds — at least the hook anchors in the 
skirts of his jacket. But he is in too good humour to curse. 
Propping the rod upright against the tall lignum vitae, he applies 
both hands to the rescue, and has just released the hook from 
the fustian, when down drops the rod, with a terrible lash of 
its top-joint in the startled stream, — whilst the barbed steel, 
escaping from his right finger and thumb, flies off like a living 
insect, and fastens its sting in the cuff of his left sleeve with such 
good will, that it must be cut out with a penknife. Still he 
does not blaspheme. At some damage to the cloth, the Kirby 
is set free — and the line is safe in hand. A little more cautiously 
he picks up the dripping rod, and proceeds to b^it the hook— 
not without great difficulty and delay, for a worm is a wriggling 
slippeiy thing, with a natural aversion to being lined with wire, 
and when the fingers are tremulous besides, the job is a stiff 
one. Nevertheless he contrives, ill or well, to impale a small 
brandling ; but remembering that he ought first to have plumbed 
the depth of the water, removes the worm and substitues a roll 
of thin lead. Afterwards he adjusts the float to the proper 
soundings, and then there is all the wriggling slippery nervous 
process to be gone through over again. But Patience, the 
angler’s virtue, still supports him. The hook is baited once 
more, — he draws a long deep sigh of satisfaction, and warily 
poising his rod, lets the virgin line drop gently into the rippling 
stream I 

Now then all is right! Alas, no! The float instead of 
'swimming erect, sinks down on its side for want of sufficient 
ballast; a trying dilemma, for the cure requires a rather delicate 
operation. In fact, six split shot successively escape from his 
trmnbliDg fingers — a seventh he succeed? in adjusting to the 





Un6» on which he rashly attempts to dose the l^d 
his teeth ; but unluckily his incisors slip the leadi^ pdlet 
and with a horrid cranch go dean through the crisp gut I 

Still he does not blaspheme ; but blessing his b^y» this time» 
as well as his soul, carefully fits a new bottom on tiie line, and 
closes the cleft shot with the proper instrument, a pair of pliers. 
Then he baits again, and tries the float, which swims with the 
correct cock — and all is right at last I The dreams, the 
schemes, the hopes, the wishes of a dozen long years are 
realised ; and if there be a little pain at one end of the line, what 
enormous pleasure at the other ! 

Merrily the float trips, again and again, from end to end of 
tlio swim, and is once more gliding down with the current, when 
suddenly the quill stops — slowly revolves — bobs — ^bobs again — 
and dives under the water. 

The Angler strikes convulsively — extravagantly— insanely; 
and something swift and silvery as a shooting star, flies over his 
head. It should, by rights, be a fish— yet there is none on his 
hook; but searching farther and farther, all up the lawn, to the 
back door, there certainly lies something bright and quivering 
on the stone step — something living, scaly, and about an inch 
long — in short, Mr. Chubb's first bleak. 


CHAPTER III. 

Happy Mr. Chubb 1 Happy on Tbursday, happier on Friday, 
and happiest on Saturday ! 

For three delightful days he had angled, each time with 
better success and increasing love for the art, when Sunday in- 
terveued — the longest dry Sunday he had ever spent in his life. 
Tto short fast, however, only served to whet his appetite for 
'‘||^%port, and to send him the earlier on Monday to tiie riyaris. 
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without some dim superstitious notion of catching the 
jbo hog^backed pieroh he had hooked in a dream over night. 

By this time |»ractice had made him perfect in his manipula- 
tions* His rod was put together in a crack — the line attached 
to it ina jiffy, the hook baited in a twinkling, and all ready to 
begin. But first he took his customary survey, to assure him 
that his solitude was inviolate, that there was no eye to startle 
his mauvaise for he was as sensitive to observation as 

some skins to new flannel : but all was safe. There was not a 
horse or cow to stare at him from the opposite meadow — no 
human creature within ken, to censure liis periormanco or criticise 
his appearance. He might have fished, if he had pleased, in 
his nightcap, dressing-gown, and slippers. 
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The ineffable value of such a privacy is only appreciable by 
say^ ^sitive men, who ride hobbies. But Toby Shandy knew 
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it when ho gave a peep over the horn^heam hedge before be took 
a first whiff of the ivory pipe attached to his smoking artillery. 
And so did Mr. Chubb, as after a preliminary pinch of snuff, 
and an ecstatic mb of his hands, he gently swung the varnished 
float, shotted line, and baited hook, from his own freehold lawn 
into the exclusive water. 

The weather was lovely, the sky of an unclouded blue, and 
the whole landscape flooded with sunshine, which would have 
oeen too bright but that a westerly breeze swept the gloss off* 
the river, and allowed the Angler to watch, undazzled, his neat 
tip-capped float. Thrice the buoyant quill had travelled from 
end to end of the property, and was midway on its fourth 
voyage, when — without the least hint of bite or nibble — it was 
violently twitched up, and left to dangle in the air, whilst Mr. 
Chubb distractedly stared on a new object in the stream. 

A strange float had come into his swim I 

And such a float! — A great green and while pear-shaped 
thing — of an extra size, expressly manufactured for the most tur- 
bulent waters ; but magnified by the enormity^ of the trespass 
into a ship’s buoy I 

Yes — there it was in his own private fishing-place, down 
which it drifted five or six good yards before it brought up, on 
its side, when the force of the current driving the lower part of 
the line towards the surface, disclosed a perfect necklace of large 
swanshot, and the shank of a No. 1 hook, baited, as it seemed, 
with a small hard dumpling ! 

Mr. Chubb was petrified — Gorgonised — basilisked! His 
heart and his legs gave way together, and he s^nk in the elbow- 
chair ) his jaw locked, his eyes protruding in a fixed stare, and, 
altogether in physiognomy extremely like the fish called a Pope 
or Buff, which, on being hooked, is said to go into a sort of 
spasmodic fit, through surprise and alarm. 

However, disappointment and vexation gradually gave way 
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to Indignation^ and planting the chair against the evergreen 
hedge, he mounted on the seat, with a brace of objurgations on 
his Kps — ^the one adapted to a great hulking fellow, the other 
for an infernal little boy ; but before either found vent, down he 
scrambled again, with breakneck precipitation, and dropped into 
the seat. To swear was impossible — to threaten or vituperate 
quite out of the question, or even to remonstrate. He who had 
not the courage to be polite to a lady, to be rude or harsh to 
one?-— never! What then could he do? Nothing, but sit 
staring at the great green and white float, as it lay on its side, 
making a fussy ripple in the water, till she chose to withdraw it. 

At last, after a very tedious interval, the obnoxious object 
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suddenly began to scud up the stream, and then rising, with 
almost as much splutter as a wild duck, flew into the neighbour- 
ing garden. The swan shot and the hook flew after it, but the 
Kttle dumpling parting asunder, had escaped from the steel, and 
the halves separately drifted down with the current, each 
nibbled by its own circle of New Kiver bleak. 
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Mr* Chubb waited a imiiute» and thea fell to anglhxg'agaia; 
but as silently, stealthily, and sneakingly, as if, instead rf fishing 
in his own waters, he had been poaching in those of Cashiobuly — 

Because Lord Essex wouldn’t give him leave.^* 

But eren this faint enjoyment was shortlived. All at once he 
heard, to the left, a plash as if a bull-frog or water*tat had 
plumped into the river, and down came the great green and 
white nuisance, again dancing past the privet hedge, and waltzing 
with every little eddy that came in its way. Of course it would 
stop at the old spot — but no, its tether had been indefinitely 
prolonged, and on it came, bobbing and becking, till within a 
foot of the little slim tipcapped quill of our Fisherman. He 
instantly pulled up, but too late — the bottoms of the two lines 
had already grappled. There wsb a hitch and then a jerk — ^the 
swanshot with a centrifugal impulse went spinning round and 
round the other tackle, till silk and gut were complicated in an 
inveierate tangle. The Unknown, feeling the resistance* im- 
mediately struck, and began to haul in. The perplexed Bachelor, 
incapable of a ” Hallo 1 ** only blessed his own soul in a whisper, 
and opposed a faint resistance. The strain increased ; and he 
held more firmly, desperately, hoping that his own line would 
give way : but, instead of any such breakage, as if instinct with 
the very spirit of mischief^ the top joint of his rod suddenly 
sprang out of its socket, and went flying as thir ether Uthe top 
seemed to beckon it^into heb garden ! 

It was gone, of course, for ever. As io applying for it, little 
Smith would as soon have asked for the b'^'lthathe had pitched 
through a pane of plate glass into Mrs. Jones’s drawing-room. 

All fishing was over for the day ; and the discomfited Angler 
was about to unscrew his rod and pack up, when a loud hem I ” 
made him start and look towards the sound-^and lo ! tbu un- 
idown Lady, having mounted a chair of her own, was iobking 
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hedge and holding out the truant top 
JoiQi to its owner. The little shy bashful Bachelor, still in a 
ner?o»sjgony, would fain hare been blind to this civility; but 
the c^ttgh became too importunate to be shirked, and blushing 
till his very hair and whiskers seemed to redden into carroty, he 
ooptnved to stumble up to the fence and stammer out a jumble 
of thanks and apologies. 



Boouira BIX. 

'•Kefidlyi Ma*am— Fm extremely sorry — you’re too good— so 
very awkward — quite distressing — I’m exceedingly obliged Tm 
sure— ^yery warm indeed,” — and seizing the top-joint he aU 
tebpted to retreat with it, but he was not to escape so easily. 

Sir I ” cried one of the sweetest voices in the world, 
‘‘ the;^^es are entangled,” 

, ; ^|ay4^ mention it,” said the agitated Mr. Chubb, vainly 
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f^Uing in the wrong wabtooat pocket for his penknife, ** 111 
cut it, Ma’am — I’ll bite it off.” 

” Oh, pray don’t ! ” exclaimed the lady j ** it would be a 
sin and a shame to spoil such a beautiful line. Pray what do 
you call it?** 

What an unlucky question. For the whole world Mr. Chubb 
would not have named the material — which he at last contrived 
to describe as ” a very fine sort of fiddle- string.” 

” Oh, I understand,” said the Lady. ” How fine it is — and 
yet how strong. What a pity it is in such a tangle 1 But I 
think with a little time and patience I can unravel it ! ” 

“Keally, Ma’am, I’m quite ashamed— so much trouble — 
allow fne. Ma’am.” And the little Bachelor climbed up into 
his elbow-chair, where he stood tottering with agitation, and as 
red in the face, and as hot all over, as a boiling lobster. 

” I think, Sir,” suggested the lady, **if you would just have 
the goodness to hold these loops open while I pass the other 
line through them — ” 

” Yes, Ma’am, yes — exactly — ^by all means — ” and he en- 
deavoured to foUow her instructions, by plunging the short 
thick fingers of each hand into the hank ; the Lady meanwhile 
poking her float, like a shuttle, up and down, to and fro, through 
the intricacies of the tangled lines. 

” Bless my soul ! ” thought Mr. Chubb, ” v hat a singular 
situation. A lady I never saw before — a perfect stranger I — 
and here I am face to face with her — across a hedge — with our 
fingers twisting in and out of the same line, as if we were play- 
ing at cat’s cradle I ” 


CHAPTER IV. 

” Heyday I Tt is a long job ! ” exclaimed the Lady, with a 
gentle sigh. 

It is indeed. Ma’am,” said Mr. Chubb, with a puff of 
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brMh as if he had been holding it the whole time of the oper* 
alion. 

fingers quite ache/* said the Lady. 

•‘Tin sure — I’m very sorry-' 1 beg them a thousand par* 
dons/’ said Mr. Chubb, with a bow to the hand before him. 
And what a hand it was ! So white and so plump, with little 
dimples on the knuckles, — and then such long taper fingers, and 
filbert-like nails I 
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“ Are you fond of fishing, Sir ? ” asked the Lady, with a full 
look in his face for the answer. 

O, very. Ma’am — ^very partial ind^ ! ” 

** So am I, Sir. It’s a taste derived, I believe, from my own 
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^^9!1iea, myhapt Ha’iuii,*’ said Mr. Chubby :]iis voiae quarar- 
ing at bis own boldness, ** if it isn’t too great a liberty*«-yoa 
have read the * Complete Angler P * ” 

What, Izaak Walton’s P 0, 1 dote on it ! The nicey dear 
old man f So pious and so sentimental I ” 

"Certainly, Ma’am — as you observe— and so uncommonly 
skOfttl.” 

"01 and so natural! and so rural 1 Suoh sweet green 
meadows, with honeysuckle hedges; and the birds, and the 
innocent lambs, and the cows, and thht pretty song of the milk- 
maid’s I ’’ 

"Yes, Ma’am, yes," said Mr. Chubb, rather hastily^ as if 
afraid she would quote it ; and blushing up to his crown, as 
though she had actually invited.him to " live with her and be 
her love.” 

“ There was an answer \vritten to it, I believe, by Sir Walter 
Meigh?’* ' 

" There was. Ma’am — or Sir Walter Scott— really forget 

which,’’ stammered the KjewOdered Bachelor,, with whom the 

• ^ 'if- It 'i.l'i I ' 

present tense had completely obhte|rated the ppt. As to the 
future, nothing it might produce ‘would surprise. him. 

"Now, then. Sir, we wifl^ try' hgaiml " the Lady re- 
sumed her task, in which W, Chubb assist^- her so effectually, 
that at length one line obtained its liberty, ^d by a spring so 
sudden, as to etcite a faint scream, ^ 

" Gracious powers I ” exclaimed tho ^rri§^ Jittle man, al- 
most falling from his chair, and clasping his hands. 

" I thought the hook was in my eye," raid the Lady; " but 
it is only in my hair." Prom which she forthwith endeavoured 
to disentangle it, but with so little success, that in common 
.politeness Mr. Chubb felt bound to tender his assistance. It 
was gratefully accepted; and in a moment the most bashful of 
bachelors found himself in a/more singular positioh than Ofer 
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with his short thick fingers entwined with a braid of 
tkl glossiest, finest, softest auburn hair that ever grew oB a 
femi^head. 

^ Bless my soul and body I** said Mr. Chubb to himself; 
*• the job with the gut and silk lines was nothing to this I ** 

CHAPTER V. 

That wewisome hook I It clung to the tress in which it 
had fastened itself with lover-like pertinacity! In the mean 
time the Lady, to favour the operation, necessarily inclined her 
heii^ a little downwards and sideways, so that when she looked 
at Mr. Chubb, she was obliged to glance at him from the comers 
of her eyes — as coquettish a position as female artifice, instead 
of accident, could have produced. Nothing, indeed, could be 
more bewitching I Nothing so disconci^rting I It was a wonder 

the short thick fingers 
ever brought their task 
to an end, they fumbled 
so abominably — the poor 
man forgot what he was 
about so frequently ! At 
last the soft glossy braid, 
sadly disarranged, drop- 
ped again on the fair 
smooth cheek. 

“Is the hook out?** 
asked the Lady. 

“ It is, Ma*am — thank 
Godl** replied the little 

VIHCT POBTBjLlT.— THBOOOBK HOOK. , 

Bachelor, with extraor- 
dimd^lmphasis mid fervour; but the next moment making a 
widely at vanance with the implied pleasure. 
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**Whyit*s in your own thumb I** screamed the Lady, for- 
getting in her fright that it was a strange gentleman’s hand she 
caught hold of so unceremoniously. 

” It’s nothing, Ma’am — don’t be alarmed ; — nothing at all — 
only — bless my soul, — how very ridiculous I ” 

“But it must hurt you. Sir.” 

“ Not at all. Ma’am — quite the reverse. I don’t feel it— 1 
don’t, indeed! — Merely through the skin, Ma’am, — and if I 
could only get at my penknife ” 

“Where is it, Sir?” 

“Stop, Ma’am — ^here — I’ve got it,” said Mr. Chubb, his 
heart beating violently at the mere idea of the long taper 
fingers in his left waistcoat-pocket — “But unluckily it’s my 
right hand I ” 

“How veiy distressing!” exclaimed the Lady; “and all 
through extricating me 1 ” 

“Don’t mention it. Ma’am, pray don’t — ^you’re perfectly wel- 
come.” 

“ If I thought,” said the lady, “ that it was only through the 
skin — I had once to cut one out for poor dear Mr. Hooker,” 
and she averted her head as if to hide a tear. 

“ She’s a widow, then ! ” thought Mr. Chubb to himself. 
“But what does that signify to me — and as to her cutting out 
the hook, it’s a mere act of common charity.” 

And so, no doubt, it was ; for no sooner was the operation 
performed, than dropping his hand as if it had been a ^tone, or 
a brick, or a lump of clay, she restored the penknife, and cut- 
ting short his acknowledgments with a gi^ -^e “ Good-morning, 
Sir,” skipped down from her chair, and walked off, rod in hand, 
to her house. 

Mr. Chubb watched her till she disappeared, and then getting 
down from his own chair, took a seat in it, and fell into a 
" reverie, from which he was only roused by putting his thumb 
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and finger into the wrong box, and feeling a pinch of gentles, 
instead of snuif. 

CHAPTER VI. 

The next day Mr. Chubb angled as usual ; but with abated 
pleasure. His fishery had been disturbed ; his solitude invaded 
— he was no longer Walton and Zimmerman rolled into one. 
From certain prophetic misgivings he had even abandoned the 
costume of the craft, — and appeared in a dress more suited to a 
public dinner than his private recreation — a blue coat and black 
kerseymere trousers — instead of the fustian jacket, shorts, and 
leathern gaiters. 

The weather was still propitious, but he could neither confine 
his eye to his quill nor his thoughts to the pastime. Every 
moment he expected to hear the splash of the great green and 
white float, — and to see 
it come sailing into bis 
swim. But he watched 
and listened in vain. 

Nothing drifted down 
with the current but 
small sticks and straws 
or a stray weed, — no- 
thing disturbed the 
calm surface of the 
river, except the bleak, 
occasionally rising at a 
fly* A furtive glance 
assured him that no- 
body was looking at 
him over the evergreen 
fence^for that day at 
leasts he had the fishery all to himself, and he was be- 

vox. m. 
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^lining heart and soul to enjoj jhe 

stiieam, he heard a startling plunge, enough to frighten all the 
fish up to London or down to Ware I The flop of the great 
green and white float was a whisper to it — ^but before he could 
frame a guess at the cause, a ball of something as big as his own 
head, plumped into his swim, with a splash that sent up the water 
into his very face I The next moment a sweet low voice called to 
him by his name. 

It was the Widow I He knew it without turning his head. 
By a sort of mental claiivoyance he saw her distinctly look- 
ing at him, with her soft liquid hazel eyes, over the privet 
hedge. He immediately fixed his gaze more resolutely on his 
float, and determined to be stone deaf. But the manoeuvre was 
of no avail. Another ball flew bomb-like through the air, and 
narrowly missing his rod, dashed — saluting him with a fresh 
sprinkle— into the river 1 

“ Bless my soul,” thought Mr, Chubb, carefully laying his 
rod across the arms of his elbow-chair, “ when shall I get any 
fishing ! ” , 

" A fine morning, Mr. Chubb.” 

“Very, Ma’am — ^very, indeed — quite remarkable,” stammered 
Mr. Chubb, bowing as he spoke, plucking off his hat, and taking 
two or three unstea^ steps towards the fence. 

“ My gardener has made me some ground bait, Mr. Chubb, 
and I told him to throw the surplus towards your part of the river.” 

“ You’re very good. Ma’am — I’m vastly obliged I’m sure,” 
said the little Bachelor, quite overwhelmed by the kindness, and 
wiping his face with his silk handkerchief as if it had just re- 
ceived the favour of another sprinkle. “Charming weather, 
Ma’am!” 

“ Oh, delightful I It’s quite a pleasure to be out of doors. 
By-the-bye, Mr. Chubb, I’m thinking of strolling— do you ever 
rtrqn, Sir?” , , . , . « 
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. : 8^ the astounded Mr. Chubb, his blood 

suddenly bolHng up to Fever Heat. 

«For jack and pike, Sir— Fve just been reading about it in 
the ^ Complete Angler.* ** 

^ 0, she means thought Mr. Chubb, his blood as 

rapidfy cooling down to temperate. “Why, no, Ma*aTn— no. 
The tenth is, --asking your pardon— there are no jack or pike, I 
believe, in this water.** 

“ Indeed I That's a pity. And yet, after all, I don't think 
I could put the poor frog on the hook — and then sew up his 
mouthj— I*m sure I couldn’t 1 ” 

Of course not. Ma'am — of course not,” said the little 
Bachelor, with unusual warmth of manner, — “you have too 
much sensibility.** 

“ Do you thinkj then, Sir, that angling is cruel P ” 

“Why, reaUyi'Ma’am’* — ^but the poor man had entangled 
himself in a'dilemma-*€nd could get no farther. 

“ Some persons say it is,** continued the Lady, — “ and really 
to think of the agonies of the poor worm on the hook — but for 
my part I always fish With paste.*’ 

“ Yes— I know it,” thought Mr. Chubb, — “ with a little hard 

dumpling.** 

“ And then it is so^much cleaner,” said the lady, 

“Certainly, Ma’am, certainly,” replied Mr. Chubb, with a 
particular reference to a certain very white hand with long taper 
fingers, Nothing Uke paste, Ma'am— or a fly ; if it was not a 
liberty, Mn’am, I should think you would prefer an artificial 

fly.” 

“An artificial one! — 0, of all things in the world!” ex* 
claimed the Lady with great animation. “ That cannot feel !— 
But tl^a.”— and she shook her beautiful head desponclingly — 
“ SO hard to make. I have read the rules for artificial 

fl{e|vl^ the book,— and what with badger's hair and cock's 
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cackles (sbe meant hackles), and whq>ping yonr Aanks (she 
meant the hook’s), and then drubbing your fur (die meant dub- 
bing with fur), 0, 1 never could do it ! ” 

Mr. Chubb was silent. He had artificial flies in his p 0 cket«^ 
book, and yearned to olffer one — but, deterred by certain 
recollections, he shrank from the task of affixing it to her line. 
And yet to oblige a lady — and such a fine woman too-^and 
besides, the light fall of a fly on the water would be So 
much better than the flopping of that abominable great 
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green and white float ! — ^Yes, he wRild make the offer of it, and 
he did. It was graciously accepted, the rod was handed over 
the hedge, and the little Bachelor, — at a safe distance, — ^tobk off, 
with secret satisfaction, the silk line, its great green and white 
float, ita swaushot, the 2iFo. 1 hook and its little hard dumpHng. 
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Heihea iabstituted a fine fiy.line, with a small black ant-fly, and 
when aU was ready, presented the apparatus to the lovely Widow, 
who Was profuse in her acknowledgments. “ There never was such 
a beautiful fly,” she said, “ but the difficulty was how to throw 
it. She was only a Tryo (she meant a Tyro), and as such 
must throw herself on his neighbourly kindness, for a little in- 
struction.” 

This information, as well ns he could by precept and example, 
with a hedge between, the little Bachelor contrived to give ; and 
then dismissed his fair pupil to whip for bleak ; whilst with an 
internal ** Thank Heaven ! ” he resumed his own apparatus, and 
began to angle for perch, roach, dace, gudgeons, — or anything 
else. 

But his gratitude was premature — his float had barely com- 
pleted two turns, when he heard himself hailed again from the 
privet hedge. 

« Mr. Chubb! Mr. Chubb!” 

” At your service, Ma*am.” 

Mr. Chubb, you will think me shockingly awkward, but Fve 
switched off the fly, — ^your beautiful fly, — somewhere among the 
evergreens.” 

Slowly the Angler pulled up his line — at the sacrifice of what 
seemed a very promising nibble — and carefully deposited his rod 
again across the arms of the elbow chair. 

Bless my soul and body ! ” muttered Mr. Chubb, as he 
selected another fly from his pocket-book, — when shall 1 ever 
get any fishing I ” 


CHAPTER VII. 

‘•PooeMt. C'hubb!” 

How little he dreamt — in all his twelve years dreaming, of 
retiring from trade into such a pretty business as that in 
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whidi he found himself inyolved I How litSo he thought^ whilsi 
studying the instructive dialogues of Venator and Viator with 
Piscator, that he should ever have a pupil in petticoats han^ng 
on his own lips for lessons in the gentle art ! Nor was it seldom 
that she required his counsel or assistance. Scarcely had his 
own line settled in the water, when he was summoned by an 
irresistible voice to the evergreen fence, and requested to perform 
some trivial office for a fair Neophyte, with the prettiest white 
hand, the softest hazel eyes, and the silkiest auburn hair he had 
ever seen. Sometimes it was to put a bait on her hook— ^ome* 
times to take off a fish — now to rectify her float — and now to screw 
or unscrew her rod. Not a day passed but the little Bachelor 
found himself Ute--a4ete with the lovely Widow, across the privet 
hedge. 

Little he thought, the while, that she was fishing for him, and 
that he was pouching the bait ! But so it was ; — ^for exactly six 
weeks from the day when Mr. Chubb caught his first Bleak— 
.Mrs. Hopker beheld at her feet her first Chubb I 
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or baste him, as Piscator recommends, with vinegoi’ or veijuice. 
The probability is that she blushed, smiled, and gave him her 
hand ; for if you walk, Gentle Header, to Enfield, and enquire 
concerning a certain row of snug little villas, with pleasure-grounds 
bounded by the New Elver, you will learn that two of the houses, 
and two of the gardens, and two of the proprietors have been 
** thrown into one/* 

“ And did they fish together, Sir, after their marriage P ” 

Never 1 Mr. Chubb, indeed, often angled from morning till 
night, but Mi*s. C. never wetted a line from one yeai**8 end to 
another. 
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It is singfolar tliat none of the commentatois on “ The Merry 
Wives of Windsor," have hitherto attributed to Sir John Fal- 
s6^ a tampering with the Black Art of Magic. There are at 
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least as plausible grounds for such a supposition, as for some 
of the most elaborate of their conjectures, for not only does the 
Fat Knight undertake to personate that Witch the Wise Woman 
of Brentford, but he expressly hints to us that he himself was a 
Wizard, and popularly known as “ Jack with his Familiars'* 

A proof of the antiquity of the practice of lettirig lodgings, or 
offices for merchants and lawyers, has been equally overlooked 
by the Annotators. It occurs, indeed, more than once, and in 
words that might serve for a bill in a modern window — ^namely, 
“ Chambers let off** 

NOTE ON “king JOHN.” 

Priiice Must you with hot irons burn out both my eyes? 

Hubert * — Young boy, I must. 

In the barbarous cruelty proposed to be practised on Prince 
Arthur there appears to be some coincidence with a theory 
brought forward of late years, in reference to the Hanoverian 
Heir Apparent ; namely, that by the ancient laws of Germany 
the sovereignty could not be exercised by a person deprived of 
the sense of sight. Although death ” was indicated by the 
royal uncle in his conference with Hubert, it would seem as if 
John, shrinking from the guilt of actual murder, had subse- 
quently contented himself with ordering that the young “ ser- 
pent on his path ” should be rendered incapable of reigning by 
the loss of his eyes. It was a particular act, intended for an 
especial purpose, expressly commanded by warrant, and Hubert 
was " sworn to do it.” 

Supposing, therefore, that the intention y/as simply to blind 
the victim, to disable him from the throne, not to inflict un- 
necessary torture, or endanger life, it is humbly suggested to 
future painters and stage-managers, that the inhuman deed 
would not have been performed with great clumsy instruments 
like plumbers* irons, but more probably with heated metal 
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skowers or bodkina, as the eyes of singing birds have been 
destroyed by fanciers— though for a different reason— with red- 
hot knitting needles 
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Or the genuineness of the following letters there can be no 
doubt: the parties are all known to us, and if necessary, we could 
swear to the handwriting. But the internal evidence will satisfy 
any competent judge who knows anything, by books or travel, 
of the Celestial Empire. No corrections have been attempted, 
whether in style or in the orthography (for example, Morfius 
for Morpheus, and Romus for Remus, in No. 11.) ; and the only 
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foppressions aie of real namea, and a few domeatio partioolars 
too prirate for the public.— £ d. 
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- JTo. L— To Mr, Abel Dottin, Grocer, Manckesier. 

Dea.b Bbotheb, 

In spite of diiferings and I must say harshness on some 
points, you will be delighted to hear I have at last got a letter 
from dear 6us. How it came I do not quite know, but a most 
gratiQring one to maternal feelings, and I should hope to others, 
however some people’s prognostifications are proved to be m the 
But I’m not going to triumph over any one^ tho’^ if l 
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did, motherly joy might be my excuse^ for her pride will rise up 
when a beloved son turns out such as to justify my loudest 
hopeS| and do honour to her system of bringing up. That re- 
pays for all. Nobody knows the sacrifices I have gone through 
for his sake, indeed, such as nothing would reconcile to, except 
the reflection, it was all for his dear welfare, whatever others 
might think to the contraiy. I have pinched myself in many 
ways both insicb and out, and even more than prudence or 
health dictated, of even keeping up appearances; but a mother, 
like a pelican of the wilderness, will go shabby genteel or any- 
thing for a beloVed dhild. For of course his outfitting came 
very heavy, and I had to part with the Japan buffet and all my 
beautiful old dlineji to make him fit for the Celestial Empire. 
Not to name all^hfs little desideratums, which at such a time 
I could not grudge or refuse anything he set his heart on to an 
only departing son for a foreign land. As is more than some 
people perhaps will sympathise with, but uncles an*t mothers. 
Indeed, his goold watch and other nicknacks ran rather over 
than under your kind thirty pound. Then what with bullock 
trunks and regimentals and other items, besides chains and 
trinkets to barter with the natives, came to a pretty penny, so 
as obliged me to sell out of my long annuities, and has sadly 
scrimped a narrow income. However I am now repaid for all 
my efforts and privations, and only my due and proper reward 
for my own sagacity and foresight in putting my dear Gus in a 
line of life adapted to his uncommon cleverness. Some people 
I know thought otherwise, but in common justice ought to 
acknowledge I always predicted my son would be a shining 
oha/fiiDter, Those were my very words, and they have literally 
;Com6 as true as if I had been a fortune telling gipsy. So much 
for. cultiviitmg genius, and which you’ll excuse my saying, the 
Hiotiier it springs from must naturally know more about than 
the best of uncles. Indeed, you know yourself, to be can- 
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didt I always said he was a genius out of the oomnlon way, 
and was the first to put it into his 
head. And now I have reason \f> 
be thankful that I never thwarted 
him, as some people wished, but 
always let him have his own way 
in everything, and the conse- 
quence is, instead of his being a 
plodding tradesman, or a low 
mechaiiick, my Augustus has dis- 
tinguished himself as a shining 
character, and for what we know 
may be at this very moment a 
Colonel, a General, or a Plenipen- 
itentiary. Every bodies neviesdo 
not get up to that ! As for himself, 
poor fellow, whatever other people may have said or done agin him, 
it is plain he harbours no malice or anymosity or he wouldn’t 
joke so good humoured about your pigtail. But he always 
was of a forgiving disposition, bless him, and a generous nature 
besides, and no doubt when he comes back will bring heaps of 
foreign presents for all his Mends and relatives. For my own 
part I seem to see the house turned into a perfect British 
Museum, what with great porcelain jars, and little tiny shoes, 
and bows and arrows, and the Mghtfallest staring idols. And 
the Chinese make the most beautiful carved ivory fans. So I 
need not grudge the Japan buffet and the old chiney, — and in- 
stead of going shabby genteel, who knows but I may someday 
go to routs and parties, in a rich filial silk, and be fetched home 
with a splendid illuminated lantern P But those are pictures 
some people won’t or can’t enter into, so 1 say no more. But 
it stands to reason one’s sister must surely reflect more credit 
him properly consulting appearances according to her rank 
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bk Hfe, and handsomely dressed and set off as if she had just 
walked out of the Book of Beauty, than if she had just come 
out of Mrs. Bundle’s Domestic Cookery — ^which is too often the 
case. % 

1 endose dear Gussy’s letter, of which 1 hope you will take 
religious care of, and not iile it into holes like a common trum- 
pery business letter, as some in trade are too apt. Some sen- 
tences read oddish, but you must not be set agin it by his style, 
which to be sure ought not to be exactly like other people’s who 
have no shining parts. At any rate, it shows uncommon clever- 
ness and a good heart. 1 don’t mind owning 1 enjoyed a good 
cry over those infantile Chinese fondlings, and then that savage 
monkey ! But some people are of more untender natures, not 
having had any family of their own. How would you like your 
Gus, if you had one, to be shot and peppered at by a set of long 
pigtailed savages, contrary to all laws human and divine, as if 
he was no better than a preserved pheasant or a poached hare P 
I do hope the wretches will be well civilised for it with a broad- 
side 1 But what can one expect from such wicked heathens P 
I only hope he won’t be tempted ashore among them, but he’s 
very venturesome, for if they once catch my dear Gus, near 
any of their nasty Joss houses, they will idolize him as sure 
as fate! 

A full sheet compels to conclude with my love — with which 
your nevy if he was here would unite — but alas there’s oceans 
between. Lord preserve him from that and all other perils by 
sea and^land, not forgetting the barbarous inhabitants of China 
and Tartarus ! With which I remain, dear Brother, 

Your affectionate sister, 

Jemima Budge. 


Wisbech, 13 October* 
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No. It 

Pear Mother, 

Since my last from the Cape,* I suppose you have 
been in a regular slow fever of matemal solicitude to hear of my 
arrival among the Mandarines — inquiring at eveiy Tea Ware- 
houserand Crockeiy shop whether they have heard anything from 
Canton, and expecting twelve general posts a day, and twenty 
particular ones with a letter from “ my son in China.” 

Well, here it is at last, warranted orient^, and if it don’t go 
thro’ the parish like the Asiatic Cholera 1 know nothing about 
letters from sons in foreign parts. Of course Mrs. Pewdny will 
have the first reading of it and Mrs. Spooner the last, as she 
always has of her own novelties in her Circulating Library. I 
think 1 see her with her hands flapping up and down, and hear 
her clucking with her tongue and saying, 

, ** Well — dear me — I never ! To think of Mister Gustavus 

being where all the tea comes from ^By the by, Mrs. B., 

you don’t want any real Howqua P — and the ladies can’t walk 
for their little shoes — Captain Bidding’s you know— well. I’ll 
order Lord Jocelyn — in catty packages, you see. Ma’am — for 
the Library — and so Mister Gustavus really is at Kang Tong — 
did you ever read letters from the Dead to the Living? — well I 
never l--dear me I ” 

However, here I am — knocking about in the Chinese waters, 
not black or green though, as Mrs. Spooner would suppose, but 
decidedly yellow. Just fancy an ocean of pea-soup, such as you 
used to make at home and then talk of throwing it over the 
house, — quite as thick and of the same colour, with lots of 
weeds floating about in it like the mint, but whole instead of 


* This letter never reached its destination. 
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onimbled— in short, so like the teal thing that I was spoon 
enough to taste it; and really it might pass for workhouse 
pea-soup, only sidted with rather a heavy hand. 
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WeD, after ^ soup, fish— -and what do you think of square 
miles of it, as n^e^uetojed the land, — whole shotfis, big and little, 
from sprats ^ to porpuses, with strange sorts never seen be- 
fore, all floating on the surface belly upwards, just like old 
Parkington’s carp when somebody had hoeussed them with 
Cookulus Indicus. 

However, this time it was that old buffer Commissioner Lin 
who had poisoned all the finny and scaly tribes by throwing 
such lots of opium into the Kiver at Canton. Even the gulls 
were affected by it, from feeding on the small fry, and sat rock- 
ing on the waves dead asleep. So the drug really must be as 
diliterious as the Quakers said it is — even if we had not come 
acordss a more striking proof of it, — namely a man-of-war’s 
with a middy and twelve hands in her, all as fast as 
and as hard to be waked up as Dr. Watts's sluggard. 
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Luckily there wasr oceans of cold pig at hand, and didn’t we 
give it them, as Dibdin says, with the gravy, which at last 
brought them to their senses, when it appeared that hearing so 
much talk about opium, and finding a paolcage of it adrift, they 
had chawed a little out of curiosity, which being an. overdose 
had sent them all into the land of Nod. On comparing notes 
they had been drifted about three whole days and nights in the 
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arms of Morfius. We got some capital yarns out of them, 
telling their dreams, turn and turn about, and the middy’s was, 
that he had been down in Bedfordshire a week of wet Sundays, 
and dozing all the time as fast as a church in the family pew. 
6or fellows ! it was lucky we picked them up, before falling 
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into the power of the pigtails instead of the ninetails — for they 
had two dozen a piece on rejoining their ship, but one of them, 
an old deep file, took another dose of the opium beforehand, and 
so was flogged in his sleep, they say, without feeling it, which 
if true, beats somambulism by long chalks. 

Well, the next morning the watch reported that the ship was 
surrounded with floating spars and timber, some being black 
and charred, from which we concluded either that some ship 
had been accidentally burnt and blown up, or else that hostili- 
ties had begun with the Chinese, and which proved to be the 
fact. One of our gun-brigs had had a brush the day before 
with a fleet of mandarin boats, and of course beat them into fits in no 
time ; but with consequences rather inconvenient to the winners. 
You know we have in the river Thames a floating Chapel and a 
floating Infirmary, but what do you think of a floating Found- 
ling Hospital? 

However it’s fact : and here’s the ,way of it, up and down. 
The Chinese towns are very populous, so much that there isn’t 
room for half the inhabitants on 'dry land, and accordingly hun- 
dreds and thousands of families live, where you wouldn’t, namely, 
on the water in regular swimming houses, with no ground-floors. 
This arrangement of course prevents the rising generation from 
playing as ours does about the streets, so they play about the 
deck instead, which being wet and slippery it often happens 
that some of them, especially what you call the little toddles, 
plump overboard, and would be drowned but for a great empty 
calibash that their mothers tie to their backs, and which acting 
like a cork jacket keeps the dear little ducklings afloat, till their 
iifdustrious parents are at leisure to haul them out with a long 
boat-hook. An operation they never hurry themselves about, 
knowing the darlings are perfectly safe ; as well as doing their 
own washing, while the young uns from the same sense of se- 
curity are far from particular about their footing, but drop in 
VOL. III. ^ 27 
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and float about as if they were paid for doing it, like the aquatic 
actors at Sadler's Wells. 

Well, you see when the mandarin boats bore down On the 
gun-brig slie began to fire away like blazes, right and left, and 
one or two of the random balls falling among the floating houses, 
the proprietors considered it as a notice to quit, and away they 
went helter skelter — ^ove quipeu^ which is the French for ** devil 
take the hindmost," some up the river and some into the canals, — 

whole Water Lanes 
and Eiver Terraces 
moving off in double 
quick, with such 
screaming and 
howling, they say, 
as never was heard* 
In such a skurry 
the juveniles got 
knocked overboard 
like fun, some of 
the unpleasant or 

snubbed children 

% 

in large families 
perhaps getting a 
kick on purpose ; 

BLIND TO HIS OWN INTEREST. hoWCVeF iU thcy 

went, plump after plump, like frogs frightened into a pond, — the 
brig all the while kicking up a regular smother, and chattering 
away like thunder as long as she could get an answer, and 
rather longer. At last she stopped firing, and the smoke 
clearing off, lo and behold there was not a.mandarin boat in 
sight — ^the swimming town had gone into the country, and all 
round the ship the sea was alive with little Chineses, brought 
down by the ebb tide, all floating about with their life-pre- 
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senrers, and screaming like sea-gulls for their absent fathers and 
mothers.. 

As common humanity required, they were all picked up and' 
taken aboard the brig, one hundred and sixty-four in all, from a 
year upwards, and after a little warm grog apiece, which some 
took naturally and others quite the reverse, the captain sent 
them all off in the gig and the cutter, with a white ensign to 
each boat. Not that the Chinese would mind firing on a flag 
of truce, which they did so unmercifully that the officers in 
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when Captain saw them all come back on his hands, he 

looked at them, they say like an ogre, for he thought the bar- 
barians had contrived it on purpose, to prevent his fighting his 
ship, and he swore, so soon as the flood made, he would heave 
the brats overboard every cherub, and let them tide back again. 
But when the time come, being a family man himself, his heart 
always misgave, — so the children remained aboard, — and there 

was Her Majesty’s gun-brig the turned into a regular 

Foundling Hospital. 

By good luck our commander took me with him on a visit 
to the brig, and sure enough she was literally swarming with 
little flat-faced Chinese, some put to bed three and four in a 
hammock, and the rest sprawling about the decks, each looked 
after by a strapping he-nursemaid six foot high, — the carpenter’s 
nurseling excepted, which being called off to a job he had tied 
by the leg to a ring bolt. And oh, thinks I, if my dear motherly 
mother could but see the boatswain ; — a great red-faced monster, 
almost as hairy as the beast that suckled Romulus and Romus, 
a sitting on a carronade, with a brown foundling on each knee, one 
getting up a squall and the other sick, from being tried with a soft 
quid of tobacco, because it couldn’t manage hard biscuit 1 And 
then the noise ! — for at least half of the children were screech- 
ing like parakeets, I don’t think for want of toys, for one had 
a marlinspike, and another the tarbrush, and another an old 
swab, but by degrees the whole kit of innocents on deck had 
set up their pipes as if King Herod had got among them, — and 
nobody knew why. Some thought it was at the black cook, 
and others said the Newfoundland dog— however the secret 
came out at last. 

“Forward there!” sings out the first leftenant, “what is 
that noise?** 

“Why then, if you please, Sir,” says the coxon, “it*s all 
along of the ship’s monkey. He’s got so infamal jealous of our 
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nussin and fondlin the Chinee babbies, that he crept round on 
the sly and give ’em all a bite apiece ! ” 

What became of the interesting Foundlings afterwards, I 
don’t know to a certainty, our ship being ordered off the same 
day to proceed up the river ; but somebody said, that the cap- 
tain exchanged the whole boiling for the Newfoundland dog, 
which had somehow been inveigled on shore by the Chinese. 

As yet our ship had never fired a gun except by way of 
salute. In going up the river, a few shots had been aimed at 
us which our commander wouldn’t condescend to answer. Our 
fellows have indeed the greatest contempt for the Chinese 
batteries, which they call their <p\any forU, At last we got 
liberty to return their compliments, and I determined to have a 
shy at the pigtails, so I had a gun run out forward, took aim at 
a Joss-house, and fired it off with my own hand, — bang ! whiz! 
and away flew the ball howling through the air. Where it went 
or what mischief it did I have no notion ; but after watching a 
minute the captain sings out, 

“Who laid that gun P ” 

“ I did. Sir,” was my reply. 

“Mr. Budge,” says he, “you will be a shining character.” 

“ I hope. Sir, I shall.” 

None of us have yet been allowed to land, but we hope soon 
to have a spree on shore. Some of the fellows in the gun-brig 
have been into the country and had a famous lark. Such cock- 
shying at the China jars 1 Such chevying after the natives for 
their tails I and finishing olf with a row in a Joss-house, which 
they set fire to, after dragging out the Idol, a regular old Guy, 
and running him up. Jack Ketch fashion, to the bough of a tree. 
If that does not convert the pagans 1 don’t know what will I 
Some day I suppose it will be our turn to have a set-to with 
the war junks, or an army battle ashore, in which case unless 
he gets knoeked into the Tiger’s Mouth, or is chopped in two 
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by a two-handed sword, or has a wriggle like an eel on an ugly 
sort of three-pronged spear, there is a chance of Mr. Gustavus 
covering himself with glory, as well as coming in for part of the 
swag. One of the middies of the gun-brig told me that he had 
for his own share fourteen tails, three pair of chop-sticks, a 
beautiful ivory fan, carved as delicate as Brussels lace, two rattan 
shields, a fighting quail, three odd women’s shoes, a state parasol, 
and a superb lantern 1 No bad lot, and says you, wouldn’t the 
lantern look well in our passage at home, I should say Hall, and 
lighted up with gas. 

In the mean time our Jacks and jollies are full of the best 
spirit, iind only want a chance to slaughter the Chinamen like 
pigs. And sarve ’em right, they say, for calling Her Gracious 
Majesty Queen Victoria a Barbarian Eye — besides which, they 
have a notion of their own, that the war is intended to force the 
Chinese to smoke and chew ’backy instead cf opium, and there- 
fore a very just and legitimate business, and even of a friendly 
character. Be that as it may the natives do not seenj to relish 
the sport. It’s a very good game, as the hoop said to the stick, 
only I get all the licks. 

But it is time to belay. Tell uncle Abel, with my duty to 
him, he may cut off his queue as soon as he likes, for I’ll send 
him one six times as thick, and twelve times as long, if I kill a 
mandarin on purpose. Likewise a Swan^pm^ being quite in 
his line. Cousin Rouzel may depend on a Timg-h to charm his 
bees with ; and Susan shall have a pair of ladies’ shoes almost 
too small for this world. As for yourself, you would not object 
I dai’e say to a Pow-ka — some of the swell mandarins by the 
way are first chop dandies, with splendid satin pelisses and silk 
petticoats that would make up easily into gowns — a Chin-tow of 
course, and maybe you would like a Kcmg^ You have only to 
say which you would prefer, and it shall come by the first ship 
and ho mistake. I should like to see you in a Kbw / 
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With love and duty to yourself, and remembrances to all 
friends and relatives, 

I am, 

Dear Mother, 

Your affectionate Son, 
Augustus Bui^ge. 

P.S. — Since the above a native-boat has come alongside, and 
I*ve done a little barter. One of my rings for a fishing cor- 
morant, and the amethyst for a regular game cricket. 
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No. III. — To Mrs, Budge, Wisbech, 

Deab Sisteb, 

This is to acnollige your faver of the 13 th currant in- 
cludin one from my Nevy. And am sorry to observe he have 
put no Date to it which is neglectin what I call one of the three 
correspondin W’s, — ^namely When Where and What. 

As for you and me diferin its what we always did and always 
shall do like the 2 sides of an Account. Becos why whatever 
you place to Credit on one Side I set down Per Contra. For 
exampel what you call propper spirit I call impudence and what 
you considder generosity I consider extravigance. That’s how 
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we don’t ballance. Time will show whose Itums was the cor* 
lectest, yours or Some Peoples, a Firm I know as well as if their 
Names & Addresses waa in the Directry & not many doors off 
from my own. But its early days to say Im no Profit afore 
knowing more of the returns And for all that apears as yet you 
may have a bad Speck in your Sun. 

As such 1 am sorry to hear of your Sellin out Stock & nar* 
rowin your Incum, partickly as it was under 150 afore, & so no 
savin as to the Tax. Also your pinchin Yourself in your vittles 
& in course narrowin your Figger in that way too, which is 
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more then I would for any dear Gus in the world. But as you 
say I can’t feel like a Muther, and am glad I cant. 1 am neither 
so soft in the Hed nor so tender brested, like the Pellican you 
rite of & which I take it must be some sort of forin Goose, to 
go Shylockin a pound of flesh from ray own buzum to satisfy 
extravigant bills. And that such is the case is proved by your 
own Entries as to uniforms and trinkits and so forth, whereby 
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my thirty Pound have gone it appears for Dux and Drakes in- 
stead of buying his Sextons and Squadrons and other nortical 
Instruments. What bisness has a yung fellow jist startin in 
life with little desideratums ? There was no such things in my 
time — no nor bullocks trunks nayther, ony elefants. So in 
course thats a sham entry. Praps insted of a goold snulf box 
to match his repeter. Or praps for a dandifide sute of Close, to 
wear turn about with his uniform, for the last time I had the 
pleasure, my Nevy reminded me a good deal of aMonky. Which 
reminds me if you want his picter in his absence, there’s the 
very moral of him, in old Snitch’s the toiler’s winder, drawn 
and cullerd at full lenth, as a sample of the last ally mode. 1 
mean the one a switching a little refined lickerish boot, as no 
man with a grate Toe could get his foot into. He’s the very 
immage 1 Now in my yunger days a respectabel yuth was con- 
tent with a decent coat and hat, and provided he could go into 
church with a clean shirt, weU blackt Boots, and a pair of unholy 
gloves. But them was plain Johns, not dear Gusses. As to 
his goold Watch its like his impudence when his Uncle have 
gone thro life with a Pinch back — and whats more never had a 
Watch at all till five and twenty. The Cock was my Crow- 
nometer. Four in summer and six in winter from years end to 
years end. But 1 supose crly risin was none of my Nevy’s 
babbits, and till 12 or 1 he would have been letting himself 
down by getting up. The later the geiiteeler, — and I have 
nerd of one fashonable reiigius lady in Lonnou who always got 
up singing the Evening Hym. However thats your way of 
bringin up, namely to give a sun his own way in every thing, 
which being a very take it esy stile of edicating to mind hardly 
justifies a Parent in bragging of it so much as she do in your 
letter. It would have been better praps to have thwarted a 
little more, for all his lively parts. My llcbit Horse in the 
Spring cart is much such a Genus, with a remarkable tallent for 
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Kickin, and not unclever at backin, and an uncommon quickness 
at running away. But I don’t give him his Hed for ail that. 
He would soon be distributing orders at rong doors if I did. 
But says you dear Gus isn’t ment for a plodding tradesman. 



BISIVa ilTBB THB LABE. 


He’s to be a shining caracter, as to which it seam to me, from 
the letter, my Nevy’s cannon bullet went nowheres watever, 
and the Captin only intended to say he’d be such a shining 
caracter as a mackrel, when its good for nuthing. 

As to his Corrispondance, not having your advantige of a 
hording Skool edication, I am no judge of stiles, how genuses 
ort to rite or not, but it do seem to me, from my own pickings 
ap about the streets that he have much the same flashes of 
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Fancy as the littel dirty ragged genuses that inquire arter strange 
gentlemens muthers, and if so be they have parted with their 
mangles. Still to give the Devil his do, as the saying is, there 
is parts of his letter not so much amiss. The Yellow See reads 
almost like filosofy — and the Opuim bisness sounds correct, and 
so does the Chiney Orfins, tho I cant weep over them being as 
you say a Batcheler, and therefor all the children I havent got 
are to be chuckt in my teeth. The same of your own pictur of 
yourself which not being a Femal I cant fancy myself into, any 
more than you can fancy yourself into my inwiaible green and 
drab shorts. All I can say is I hope I may live to see it. 
Lantern and all, and dear Gus a ridin arter you on an Elefant, 
like a nabob, or a Mandarin, which reminds of his libberty taken 
with my tie. As to cuttin it off praps I may, to leave ae a 
legacy. In the mean while he may keep his Shan Pan to fry 
his own fish in. If he had been reely solicitus to please, a pair 
of them noddin figures, such as stands in some grocer^s shop 
winders, would have been a more likely and nateral present. 

I think now I have answered every pint in your faver : and 
have only one thing to add namely trade is dredful flat, and 
money uncommon scarse and tight everywhere, which I mention 
in case that you or my Nevy may not look to me for the needful 
in any dilemmy as is far from unprobable. I have no more 
thirty pounds to give away : and as to lendin on lone, of course 
it will be expected without sekurity from a Nateral Unkle, where- 
as the Unnateral ones always gets something or other if its only 
a flat irun for their advances. 

With which I remane 

Dear Sister, 

Your loving Bruther, 

Abel Dottin. 


Manchester, October the 2dth, 1842. 
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No. IV , — To Mr, Abel Dottin, Grocer^ Mancheater, 
Peab Brother, 

A violent cold having flown to my chest, I am too ill 
to enjoy retorting and retaliating, and which must plead my 
apology for not recriminating at more length. As siich you 
must excuse my not resenting sereatiin every point in your last 
letter, and making you thoroughly ashamed of yourself and your 
unnatural sentiments, I allude particularly to your taking re- 
fuge as an Uncle in the Character of a Pawnbroker, and declin- 
ing loans to your nearest ties, except on the usual sharking terms 
of those moral monsters. But trade hardens every thing. It 
teaches to adulterate our genuine feelings with sordid ingre- 
dients, and to weigh the just claims of consanguity in scales 
that are anything but correct. 

Gracious heavens I where is a sister or a nevy to look up to 
for assistance if needful, but to a rich connexion without chick 
or child, rolling in wealth, and where I venture to say, every 
shilling he advances will be to his everlasting credit! 0, 
brother, consider your nevy’s propinquity ! Your sister’s own 
son — and if ever a youth exhibited a decided propensity to get 
elevated, its him. I do hope, therefore, you will reflect before 
you shirk one so likely to redound upon you, as dear Gus. 
Already by his native genius, improved by talent, he has arrived 
at a pitch of splendour to which few sons rise in the East ; 
and of course the greater his eminence and prosperity the more 
he will reflect on his relations. To be sure, if a nevy was going 
down in the world instead of up, some people might feel justified 
in backing him with a cold shoulder ; but where he promises 
wealth, afiluence, and opulence, rank, title, and dignity, to cut 
one*s own flesh and blood must be perfect infatuation I And 
suppose a little pecunery assistance was necessary to his exalt- 



NEWS FEOM CHINA. 


ation, ought the laudible heights of his ambition to be chilled and 
snowed upon by a cold calculating passimony, and let him be 
arrested on the high-road to fame and fortune, for want of a trifle, 
as I may say to pay the gates? What’s a paltry 50 Z. for such 

a figure in China I 
And that dear Gus has 
turned out a phenom- 
ena, is plain from his 
own account. So great 
a rise in life of course 
demands a correspond- 
ing study of appear- 
ances, — but as trans- 
pires, poor fellcrw, from 
liis letter, he has lost 
all his linneu and 
clothes. Such a mis- 
fortune must and shall 
be remedied, whatso- 
THB riBBT or march. ever shifts I may have 

to make, or if I strip myself to my last dividend. For I pre- 
sume even you would not wish your nevy to be a General with- 
out a shirt, or a Colonel without inexpressibles, and especially 
when he has attracted, as I may say, the Eyes of Europe. A 
nevy who may some day have to be sculptured, colossially, and 
set up on a prancing charging horse, over a triumphant arch. 

But some people may treat such a picture as chimerical, 
though quite as wonderful metamorphoses have come down to 
us. Look at Boneyparte, who at first was only an engineer offi- 
cer, like Mr. Braidwood, and yet came to be Emperor of the 
French, Or look at Washington, who from a common American 
soldier rose to be king of the whole republic! For my 
own part I will say for my son, it has been my constant aim to 
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instil genius into hinii morning, noon, and night, and to culti- 
Tate a genteel turn for either the army, or the navy, or the 
church. The last, I own, would have been most congenial to 
my maternal wishes, for besides the safety of a pulpit, a soldier 
or a sailor when peace comes is a moral nonentity, but there is 
no peace in the church. However dear Gus would never hear * 
of a shovel hat and a silk apron, and especially at the present 
time, when, as I understand, the clergy is to go back to their 
ancient, antiquated costume, and put on their old-fashioned ru- 
brics. As to the law he never could abide a chancellor’s wig and 
gown, and indeed always showed a perfect antipathy to anything 
legal. So far, then, the Chinese war was a blessing, and all has 
turned out for the best j for dear Gus has ‘attained to martial 
glory, quite unusual at his age, and if a parent may predict, will 
some day be made a peer of, like Wellington, and hand himself 
down to posterity with his family arms. 

In the mean time I have packed up for him a dozen ready- 
made shirts, together with such money as I could scrape up, 
namely four sovereigns, a sum, alas ! which will fall far short of 
his Pekin expectations, and certainly not enough to let him see 
any great capital. In fact he names fifty pounds as the very 
smallest minimum for supporting the honour of his country at 
the Chinese court, and which most people will consider as very 
moderate terms. I do hope therefore, when such a trifle is in 
the case, and so much at stake, you will kindly contrive to make 
it up, or if cash is inconvenient, by an accommodation bill or a 
creditable letter to some banking-house abroad. As to security, 
my own U.O.I. would, I trust, be sufficient between relatives, or if 
you preferr’d, dear Gus would no doubt be agreeable to your 
taking out the amount in tea or Chinese fans, or nid-nodding man- 
darins, or any other articles you might fancy. In which case you 
cm be no loser, but will enjoy the satisfaction of putting forward 
a shining branch that will greatly add to our family lustre. 
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How he eacaped from such awful Waterloo work as he do 
scribes is a perfect miracle. The mere perusal almost turned my 
whole mass of blood, and made me feel as if poked and stabbed 
in every fibre, and squibbed and rocketed besides. Indeed war 
seems from his picture, to be a combination of storm, total 
eclipse, the great earthquake that should have been, and the filth 
of November. It follows that dear Gus must have been specially 
preserved from such a concatenation for some brilliant destiny, 
which it would be a sin in us to frustrate by any scrimp mea- 
sures. I do beg and hope, therefore, to hear from you with the 
needful, by return of post, in which case I remain, dear Brother, 
Your affectionate sister, 

Jemima Budge. 

Wisbech, 1 7th November, 1842. 
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No. Y. 

Dbab Mother, 

As I expected in my last, I have at length set foot in 
the Chinese empire, and am at this moment writing from Chew- 
shew, a reguly Celestial Village, though not to be found perhaps 
on the Celestial globe. However it is a pleasant place enough, 
and would be pleasanter if our quartermaster had not quartered 
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me with a wholesale breeder of black beetles, for a great Soy manu- 
factory in the neighbourhood — a hint which I suppose will set 
your face and stomach for the Aiture against that soy-disant 
sauce. However, here is the process from the Chinese receipt. 
First fatten your beetles on as much pounded rice as they will 
eat. Then mash the insects to a paste, which must be slowly 
boiled in a strong decoction of Spanish liquorice. Strain the 
liquor carefully, and bottle it, well corked, for English use. 







fl'i 






A. SQUALL AT LOVQ BBACH, 


Since my last we have had several brushes with the natives, 
whose first attempt was to make a bonfire of us in the river, 
having agreed to a truce for the purpose. In fact a regular 
gunpowder plot; but such traitors are sure to split amongst 
themselves, and one of them gave our commander the office 
the day before. At first the report was treated as a bam. 
However, after dark, as soon as the tide turned, down came tlje 
fire-raft with the ebb, and if the pigtails had been content with a 
business-like flare-up of combustibles and destructibles, might 
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have played old gooseberry with our ship. But the Chinese are 
famous for their pirotechnics, in which they take the shine out of 
Madame Hengler herself, so their vanity could not resist a little 
show off in the fancy line, to accompany their infernal machine. 
Accordingly, instead of the raft drifting quietly down on us, with 
a length of slow match proportioned to the distance, we were 
warned of it two miles off by a shower of outlandish squibs and 
crackers and serpents, cutting away in all directions, and then 
forming themselves into Chinese characters, one of them stand- 
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ing, as the pilot told us, for a certain very hot place. Of course 
we soon shifted our birth, and let the fire-raft drive clear of us, 
which soon after blew up in the shape of a great fiery dragon, 
with a blazing tail twisting to a point like a red-hot corkscrew, 
and spitting a volley of blue zig-zaggy lightning darting out of 
its mouth. It was a splendid sight, beating the grand Vaux- 
hall finales,., or the Surrey Zoological, all to sticks — and excent 

in one little accident a very satisfactory performance. 
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In the hurry of shifting the ship, the Chinese wash-boats that 
were fastened astern of her were all cut adrift, and getting en- 
tangled with the fire-raft, our damp linen was terribly over-aired, 
Being the first wash after the voyage from England, my whole 
stock, unfortunately, was in the tub — shirts, trowsers, stockings, 
in short, everything — so that what I am to do for a change I 
know not, unless I can turn my blanket into a fiannel waistcoat 
and my sheets into a pair of ducks. A queer sort of toggery to 
exhibit in to the Brother of the Sun and Moon, and the Im- 
perial family at Pekin. To be sure 1 have since obtained a few 
laurels, and if they were real ones might go to court as a Jack 
in the Green — but no, the thing is beyond a joke, and I do hope 
that on the receipt of this my dear mother will immediately for- 
ward a dozen shirts (fine ones mind) to her dear Gus. Por 
trowsers, the climate being warm, I can perhaps make shift d la 
Highlander, but the shirts are indispensable, and may be sent to 
the care of John Shearing, Esquire, Star Coffee-house, Drury- 
lane, who is coming out with the first reinforcements and sup- 
plies. 

Having mentioned my laurels, you will naturally wish to 
know where they were picked. After the fire-raft business our 
commanders resolved in a council of war, to waste no more 
time in chaffing, but to commence uncivil operations, and do the 
offensive. So we were all disembarked, soldiers, sailors, and 
marines, and after a skirmish or two, brought the enemy to a 
regular stand-up fight at a place called Kow-Tan. They were 
in great force, and opened a smart fire on us from their match- 
locks and field artillery, which are small swivels fastened on 
camels* backs, bul are frequently so overloaded, that the recoil 
tears off the poor animal’s hump. On our sides we had lots of 
biowitzers that kept shelling out their bombs and grapnells like 
fun. 

Our right was composed of the marines, and our centre of the 
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regulars, but we bad no left at all on account of a swamp. The 
sailors were the reserve, only, as usual, they would not reserve 
themselves, but ran off belter skelter to a Chinese castle, which 
they took by boarding. In the meantime Captain Pidding got 
possession of a tea-giove towards Howqua, while Twining’s 
company captured a magazine containing about 20,000 pounds 
of fine gunpowder, and immediately opened a discharge of 
cailisters, that made regular Mincing-lanes through the main 
body of the Teatollors. My own post was with a cloud of 
skirmishers that was pushed forward to enfilade our artillery, 
while it made a reconnoisance — ^but I do not pretend to describe 
all the manoeuvres of our army, like the moves at a game of 
chess. Some eye-witnesses, I know, profess to have seen every- 
thing in an action, right and left, back and front, and in the 
middle, as clear as the figures of a quadrille, but which is very 
different to my notion and experience of a battle. To my mind 
it is more like a tum-up in London, where you are too much 
engaged with your own customers to attend to what goes on 
over the way, or at the other end of the street, — not to forget 
the dust and smother, for the guns and cannons, as yet, are not 
obliged by Act of Parliament to consume their own smoke. To 
give a clear idea of it, just fancy yourself in a London fog, s(f ^ 
thick that you can only see your two next files. Well, by and 
by, the right-hand one, after cutting an extraordinary caper, 
suddenly drops and rolls out of sight into the fog, and when you 
look rather anxiously for your left-hand man, you see Tom 
Brown instead of Jack Eobinson. The next minute you throw 
a summerset yourself over a log or a dead corporal, you cannot 
see which, and then plunge with your head into the big drum, or 
perhaps on a dismounted cannon, with a crash that makes you see 
all the gas-lights in London in one focus. Of course, you’re in- 
sensible for a bit, till you’re refreshed with a kick or a stab, and 
then you revive again, but as cool and collected as a gentleman 
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waking suddenly at midnight, to a storm of thunder and light- 
ning, a smother of smoke, a strong smell of fire, and a burglar or 
two at his bedside. All you see distinctly is some sort of bright 
picked-pointed instrument within an inch of your eye, which of 
course you parry off by natural instinct, and then going to work 
at random, cut and thrust right and left with your sword, or 
pike, or bayonet, into the darkness visible, which goes into 
something soft, and comes back red and dripping. That’s to 
say, if you have good luck ; if not, you get a slash or a poke 
yourself, from some person or persons unknown, in your throat, 
or your chest, or your stomach, or wherever you like. How- 
ever, for this once you win first blood — so on you go groping, 
stumbling, poking, parrying, and coughing, whai you’ve time 
for it, and winking if you can’t help it, the flashes increasing like 
blazes, the smother getting thicker and thicker, and the noise 
louder and louder, — so that you don’t know you’ve been cheer- 
ing except by getting hoarse and short of wind. No matter, on 
you push, or are pushed, into the cloud, till at last you dimly 
see a sort of Ombre Shinois dodging before you, that suddenly 
turns to a real Tartar, painted and dressed up to look like a 
Bengal Tiger, and flourishing a great double-edged sword in 
each of his fore paws. Of course it’s kill or be killed, so at it 
you go, like Carter and his wild beasts, only- in right down 
earnest, two or three more Tigers joining in, clash slash, and 
the sparks flying as thick as in a smith’s forge, or at a Terrific 
Combat at the Surrey or the Wells. Such a shindy is too hot 
to last, and, accordingly, if you’re alive at the end of two jiffies, 
the chance is that you find yourself making quite a melodramatic 
Tableau — namely, your bloody sword In one hand, a Chinese 
pigtail in the other, and four or five weltering Tartars lying 
round your feet ! 

What followed I hardly know, my head seeming to spin like 
Harlequin’s ; but I am told that I performed prodigies of pluck, 
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and which, if you do not read of in the dispatches must be laid 
to the envy and jealopsy of our Top Sawyers and the Com- 
mander-in-chief. 

The pigtails, to do the handsome, behaved with great coolness, 
many of them fanning themselves with their great fans in the heat 
of the action. But, as usual, European tactics prevailed over want 
of discipline; and the barbarians having both their wings broken 
were obliged to fly. The slaughter was prodigious — our mortars 
playing like bricks, and the flying artillery dropping their tumbrils 
with beautiful precision into the thick of the mob. The sword 
and bayonet,- as we may suppose, were not idle, but indulged in 
lots of “ sticks and strikes,” as Miss Martincau says, at the ex- 
pense of the Chinese, and turned a great many of their flanks. 
The swag is immense : including the enemy’s military chest, and 
the key of their position, which is of solid gold, and first-rate 
workmanship, and is 
to be sent home to 
England for presenta- 
tion to the Queen. 

The loss on the Eng- 
lish side was trifling; 
only one man belong- 
ing to our ship being 
killed, — a London Bill- 
sticker who had volun- 
teered with the Ex- 
pedition, to get a sight, 
as he said, of the great 
Chinese Wall. 

Well, after the battle 
was over we turned, as 
sparing all such as made signs for quarter, only marking them, 
by cutting off their tails, as being under British protection A 
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the song says, from Lions into Lambs, 
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good many of the natives were also chevied after, and humanely 
hunted back to their homes, though some of our fellows, it must 
be owned, preferred breaking into the villas and Joss-houses in 
search of the silver, and got plenty of tin, besides Poo-Choos, 
Joo-ees, and the like. Mister Augustus for his share, only 
getting a fiddling little Ye-Yin, alias a Bat. The truth is I was 



“WHiT FOB TOXr HAITQ SI FIOXABIITOY? ” 

too much interested in going after a poor little stray Chinese. 
Prom the marks, it was evidently very young, and un- 
accompanied, and the mere idea of a lost child in such a vast 
empire as China, would have engaged the commonest humanity 
in the task ; the country, besides being full of swamps and canals, 
and hundreds of uncovered wells, into which, in its headlong 
terror, it might plunge. My heart turned sick at the very 
thought, and made me the more eager to overtake the youngster, 
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while fancy painted the delightful scene of restoring it uninjured 
to its distracted parents. But fear had lent wings to the little 
feet which I tracked, with Indian-like perseverance, by the prints 
in the mud and sand, — on, and on, and on, but alas I without a 
glimpse of the fugitive. Scared by the thunder of our artillery, 
it had probably flown for miles, and I had almost given up all 
hope, when the trail, as Cooper calls it, led me to the edge of a 
paddy-ground (or rice-field), where I caught sight of something 
crouching down amongst the herbage. You may guess with 
what eagerness I daslied in and made a grab at her blue-satin, 
when, suddenly jumping up to bolt, the poor child turned out to 
be her own mother, or at least a full-sized China-woman, but 
with the little tiny feet of an English two-year-old. Still, being 
a female in distress, I tried to comfort and encourage her — no 
easy job for a foreign Barbarian, as black as a sweep with gun- 
powder, as ragged as a b^gar with slashing and fencing, and 
jabbering all his compliments and consolations in an unknown 
tongue. So as chaffing’was of no use, I was compelled to active 
measures — but the more I tried to save her the more the little 
catty package clawed me with what I can only compare to human 
tenpenny nails. However, I made shift to caiTy her off to the 
nearest house, which proved to be either her own or a friend’s ; 
for she flung herself into the arms of a fat elderly Chinaman, 
who met us at the door. The old fellow, whether husband or 
father, was very civil, and seemed to twig my motives much 
better than the lady : for after a little telegraphing, he politely 
set before me a regular Chinese feast, namely a saucer full of 
candied garden-worms, a cold boiled bird’s nest, and a basin of 
addled eggs, making signs besides, that if I would wait for one 
being killed, I should have a dish of dead dog. All being in- 
tend€d on his part to dcbtbe handsome and the grateful in return 
for my services— but which, as virtue is its own rewardi I de* 
elittid 
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Our victory at Kow-Tan, it is thought, will end the war, so 
that before you are much older, you may look, my dear mother, 
to see 

Your affectionate son, 
Augustus Budge. 

P.S. — I re-open my letter to say that a Treaty of Peace has 
been sigfhed at Nankin. It remains to be seen whether the 
English nation will be satisfied with the terms, but they were 
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the best we could get — ^namely, the Chinese are all to turn 
Christians, and to pay oft' our National Debt. Of course there 
will be Illuminations in London, and at Pekin there is to be a 
grand Feast of Lanterns, to which the Emperor has invited our 
Commander-in-chief, with such officers as he may name ; and I 
am proud and happy to say I am set down rather high in the 
list. So to say nothing of promotion at home, which may be 
booked, I am sure of something handsome from the Brother of 
the Sun and Moon, who, like those celestial relatives, is famous 
for tipping with gold and silver. But a little of the ready, say 
fifty pounds at the very lowest, will be absolutely needful in the 
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meantime, if I am to keep up my rank at the Chinese Court. In 
such a case I know you will grudge nothing, and perhaps Uncle 
Abel will come down, in whole or in part. But pray do re» 
member that the money must be had^ and may be forwarded 
through the same channel as the shirts. 


No. VI . — To Mrs. Budge, Wisbech, 

Dear Sister, 

Your last of the 17 Instant came duly to hand And 
am sorry to note you are too poorly for illfeeling, which in 
course I can excuse. In such a case being loath to agrivate, 
shall confine myself to Matters of fact which being unanserable 
will save you the troubble of a Reply. — Otherwise I should have 
considdered my deuty to set you to rites and partickly on the 
subjex of Trade and Tradesmen and their adulteratin and use 
of short waits. As to which a honest man, altlio he is a grocer, 
may be a fare dealer and have as nice senses of honners in his 
trade, as a Lord or a Duke who has no bisness whatever in the 
world. Thats my feeling, and on my own private Account beg 
to say so fur from aproving of fraudulent Practices if so be I 
thought my Skales was cheatiii I would kick the beam. Con- 
cerning which I may remark that some people who considder 
themselves Gentry such as Bankers toppin Merchants and the 
like contrive to have false Ballances without any Skales at all. 
So much for your flings at trade tho I do not care a fig, nor 
even a whole Drum of them for sich reflections. Praps if my 
Nevy had been put early in life to the same Bisness he mite by 
this time have been rollin in Welth as well as his Uncle, which 
however I ant. The times is too up hill and money too scarse 
for any sich opperation. But at any rate he mite have reallized 
a little Mint instead of his Sprigs of Lawril of which I advise 
to inquire the vally at Common Garden. But that comes of 
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your genteel notions of a polite bringin up and wbicb nothin 
would satisfy more humbler than a Lord Chancellor, or a Bishop, 
or a Field Marshal. In my yunger days the sons of limmitted 
Widders with narrer incums had no sich capital choices, or my 
own Muther would certanely have preferred me in a silk apon 
to a dowlus, and a deride shovel hat to a shockin bad iin with 
the brim*^rned up all round. Not to name a military hat on 
full cock and very full fledged with fethers. Also a fine scarlet 
or blew uniform with goold lace down my unexpressibles, in loo 
of a pair of cordray Shorts meant for longs, as well as shabby, 
with a scrimp Jacket that praps objected to meet them on that 
account. As for liiinin, its enuff to say my muther hardly thort 
it worth markin, and never numbered it all. As regards which 
its my opinion if you ever see dear Gus again you are more 
likely to see a shirt without a General than a General without 
a shurt. But its the prevailing fashion nowadays for every 
Boddy to aspire above their stashuns, or at any rate to pass off 
their humbleness under some high flown name. For exampel 
John Burril of our place, who I overheard the other day call- 
ing himself the Architect of his own fortune, and he^s only a 
little Bilder. 

But on I said above I am not going pint by pint through 
your faver, but to convey certain perticlurs as follows. When 
I received yours of said date I was jist on the eve of startin off 
by the railway on urgent business to the metropulis. So I had 
only time to put your letter in my pockit-book, which will ex- 
plane my ansering it from this place, namely the Gorge and 
Vulture, High Holborn — N.B. and prepaid beforehand. Being 
seven year since my last visit to London and my first regular 
holliday, it appeared not altogether incumpatible to treat myself 
for once to the play, which was Theatre Eoyol Drury Lane, at 
three shillings ahead to the pit, the &ont row next the Muaick. 
The peace wae King John, another exampel you will say of a 
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hard harted Uncle and a neglected Nevy, and as such, a thea- 
tricle slap in somebody’s face. But beggin pardon it seems to 

me that the account 
between such re* 
lashunships have 
never been cor- 
rectly , stated nor 
the claims of the 
junior party fairly 
made out. A Father 
is a father with his 
own consent and 
concurrants and 
therefore only re- 
sponsibel as I ma^ 
say for his own 
Acceptance — but 
an Uncle is made such willy nilly whether he’s agreeable or not, 
as is partickly hard on a single Batcheler who not wanting 
children at all, is obligated to have them at second hand in the 
shapes of Nevies and Neeces. As such I could not help sym- 
perthisin with King John, with a plaguy Nevy of a Prince 
Arthur, and an unreasonable Muther, always harping like some- 
body else on her son, her son, her son, and to be sure when she 
did kick up a dust it was a hot one, like ground pepper and 
ginger 1 However the second act being over, I stud up and 
looked round, as usual, to have a survey of the House and the 
company when lo and behold whom should I see about three 
rows off in the pit, whom but dear Gus himself ! — your preshus 
Sou and my identical Nevy, — ^who ought by rites at that veiy 
moment to have been at Canton in Chiney ! What I said or 
did in my surprise I don’t know, but the hole House, Boxes 
Pit and Gallery, bust out in a loud roar of horse lauffing which 
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to my humble capacity was anything but a propper display of 
feelin at such juvenile depravity. However I scramSled over 
the Benshes without ceremunny and had well nigh apprehendid 
him when a genteel blaggard thumpt down my bran new bever 
right over my bridge of my Nose and afore I could get it up 
agin, both scoundrils includin dear Gus had made off. Still I 
mite praps have ketchd him except for a Itew Poli^ but more 
like an old Pool, who insistid on detainin me to know my par- 



ticklers of my Loss. Why then says I it’s 30 pound, a new 
hat and a nevy, but as he had seen none of them took he de- 
clined to interfere. I mite have added to my minuses the best 
part of the Play, which of course I could not set out but re- 
turned to the Gorge and Vulter to engage a sleepless bed for 
the night. But not being bed time I set down to anser your 
faver, on referring to which put me in mind to inquire of his 
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frend sui^ Reprobate of course at the Coffee-shop in Drury 
Lane and the same being handy instead of the letter I posted 
off myself and asked if Mr. Shearing was known at the House. 
Which he was. So I was showed into the Coffee-room, into a 
privit box and sure enuf there he were — not his frend but him- 
self, having only used the other name for jui Alibi. 

However #iere he ^ere, with a siggar in his mouth and a 
glass of Negus afore him which I indignently drunk up myself 
and then demandid an account of his misconduct, Errers not 
Excepted. Which he give. So the long and the short is he 
made a full Confession whereby it apeais insted of goin abroad 
he was never out of London at least ni"t further then Hide Park 
Corner to a Chinese Exhibition and where he pickt up his con- 
founded Long Tungs and Slang Wangs and Swan Pans and 
every attura he knows of them infurnal Celestials. 
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As mite be expected his Cash including my j630 was all 
squandered mostly I suppose for bottles of wine and smoke,— 
and such little desideratums. His goold watch went a month 
ago — and the bullocks trunks as I predicted grew out of his 
own Head. So much for a shinin caracter and a Genus above 
the common. As such you will soon have dear Giis on your 
own hands agin, at Wisbech, where if Uncles may advise as 
well as contribit he will be placed with some steddy tradesman 
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to lem a bisness. Unless praps you prefer bim to have an 
Appintment in^he next Expedition to Bottany Bay. With 
which I remain, dear Sister, 

Your loving Brother, 

Abel Uottin. 

London. November the 28th, 1842. 

P.S.**I did hope save the new ^urts out of the fire. 
But to use his ow^words they are Spouted and he have lost 
the Ticket, 
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“ 1*11 have live hundred voices of that sound.**— C orioi:.anvs. 


A FEW days since, while passing along the Strand, near 
Exeter Hall, my ear was suddenly startled by a burst ot sound 
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from the interior of that building : — a noise which, according to 
jt bystander, proceeded from the calling out of the Vocal 
Militia.” This explanation rather exciting than allaying my 
curiosity, induced me to make further inquiries into the matter ; 
when it appeared that the Educational Committee hud built a 
plan, on a German foundation, for the instruction of the middle 
and lower orders in M^sic, and that' a 5&^Hullali Avas then en- 
gaged in drilling one of the classes in singing,” 

As an advocate for the innocent amusement of the lower 
classes, and the people in general, the news gave me no small 
pleasure : and even the distant chorus gratified my ear, more 
than a critical organ ought to have been pleased, by the imper- 
fect blending of a number of unpractised voices of very various 
qualities, and as yet not quite so tuneable as the hounds of 
Theseus in giving tongue. Indeed, one or two voices seemed 
also to be “ out of their time ” in the very beginning of theii 
apprenticeship. But to a patriotic mind, there was a moral 
sweetness in the music that fully atoned fo|.any vocal irregu- 
larities,, and would have recodfeiled me even^ioan orchestra of 
Dutch Nightingales. To explain , this feeling, it must be re- 
membered that no Administration but one which intended to be 
popular and paternal, would ever think of thus encouraging the 
exercise of the Vox Populi ; and especially of teaching the 
million to lift up their voices in concefl^ for want of which, and 
through discordances amongst themselves, their political choruses 
have hitherto been so ineffective. It was evident, therefore, that 
our Eulers seriously intended, not merely to imbue the people 
with musical knowledge, but also to give them good cause to sing, 
-—and of course, hoped to lend their own ministerial ears to songs 
and ballads very different from the satirical chansons that are 
chanted "on the other side of the English Channel. In short, we 
were all to be as merry and as tuneful as Larks, and to enjoy a 
Political and a Musical Millennium I 
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This idea so transported me, that like a grateful canary 1 
incontinently hprst into a full-throated song, and with such thrills 
and flourishes as recurred to me, commenced a Brayura, 
which in a few minutes might hare attracted an audience 
more numerous than select, if my performance had not been 
checked in its very preludium by an oecurrence peculiarly 
characteristic of a London street. It was, in fact, the abrupt 
patting to me of a question, which some pert cockney of the 
Poultry first addressed to the unfledged. 
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